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between depression, and life worth living. 


I also dedicate this book to the Herb Cram, 
members of the WEEFOR who's Maine State 
friendship, trust, comradeship Police 
and humor made it all possible 
to endure the hardships of a 
third world country all during 
our efforts to provide 
professional law enforcement 
training in the land that God 
forgot. This book is as much 
their story as it is mine and the 
shared experiences are indelible ii 
memories for all of us as well as Jay Julian, Nassau 


a part of history. aaa LI 





By Jay Julian 


This book is dedicated to "TJ", my wife 
and best friend, who provided the inner strength for me 
to maintain my humor and wellbeing during an arduous 
experience in my life, one which I shall never forget. I 
always felt her presence during those long cold and 
dreadful nights in Kosovo. TJ is one that could be 
counted upon to be there no matter what the 
circumstances, no matter what the miles. I treasure her 
smile, and gentile touch. In quiet moments I relived 
memories of the good times we shared as way to keep my 
spirits high. And it was TJ that made the difference 


Andy Revering, | 
Chief of Police 
Anoka MN. 


Major John Coyne 
Illinois State 
Police 
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Fouward 


It is difficult and almost incomprehensible to believe that in the new millennium, an age of rapid- 
fire technology advances in every sector from computers and genetic engineering to missions to 
Mars, there still exists a large segment of the population that live in poverty as a result of the 
ravages of war. Among these third world nations is the Balkans and in particular Kosovo where 
genocide and disease have left indelible scares between Serbians and Albanians struggling for 
their own identity and independence for centuries. 


Despite the best efforts of the United Nations (UN) and the Organization for Security and 
Cooperation in Europe (OSCE) along with some 300 other Non — Governmental Organizations 
(NGO’s), these conditions still prevail. 


This book is a chronicle of events that took place in Kosovo as a cadre of police instructors from 
around the world tries to provide professional law enforcement training to restore the rule of law 
to the province. It is not an easy task to change rifle butt justice and instill human rights and 
dignity to those who have been accustom to the former for such a prolonged period of time. 
Despite the enormous amounts of money, supplies and human effort from around the world 
applied to the situation, it was as if we were a mere grain of sand in a giant cement mixer. One 
could not help but question the effectiveness of these efforts when confronted with the deep- 
seated hatred between the Albanian and Serbian peoples that span centuries. Will these efforts 
make a difference? 


It became clear very early on that the American military presence was the stabilizer although it 
was deemed a multinational peacekeeping force or Kosovo Force (KFOR). Both the Albanian 
and Serbian people were well aware of that fact. Although there was no basic infrastructure, and 
living day to day was a struggle, they loved their country and did not want to leave. However, 
many Albanians had confided privately that if the Americans were to pull out they would take 
their families and flee the country despite their parent’s objections. They knew full well that 
there would be a return to genocide and no one was safe if this fragile house of cards was to fall. 


The reality of the situation suggests that there will never be peace in the Balkans. 
One can make the analogy by simply looking at Israel and the Palestinians or the struggle in 
Ireland. In many respects it has the overtones of the movie, “The Last Man Standing”. 


This experience makes one cognizant of the fact we live in a country that is only 
Two hundred years old with a plethora of diverse cultures that somehow manage to live together 
and sustain the highest standard of living in the world. 


One comes to appreciate that which we take for granted such as the ability to breath clean air, 
have a potable water supply, electric lights, mail service, telephones, access to medical care, 
banking services, fire department, etc. 
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The question remains “why are we doing this if there is no resolution”? Well, there is a 
fundamental moral and ethical social contract that compels us to do something no matter 
how ineffective it may be; as the song phrase goes, “for it is better to light one little 
candle than to stumble in the dark.” To that end, the UN drives the point home despite the 
critics who say, “It’s a waste of time and money”. What is the alternative; do nothing? It 
is our sincere hope that the WEEFOR have not trained the next generation of terrorists, 
but as usual, history will be the judge. 


Sy foliar 


WEEFOR 


By Jay Julian 


February 19, 2000 - 
Departure Day 


Well, “D” day has arrived on 
what will begin as an 
adventure and a challenge of a 
once in a life time opportunity 
for me. I have no idea what 
Kosovo is like or what to 
expect. I will be traveling 
alone the entire trip, as there 
will be no other mission 
members from Science 
Applications International 
Corporation (SAIC) leaving 
from Philadelphia or JFK on 
this trip. I read Garry 
Costello’s, SAIC site 
manager, e-mail a couple of 
times making sure I did not ap 
leave anything out that was , 
suggested. He indicated very 
cold weather and severe ice and snow conditions. That just walking was treacherous, as there 
was no snow removal there, just ice packed upon more ice by cars, tanks and trucks. That made 
my day since I hate the cold. SAIC had only given me 10 days in which to prepare. 


ome 
’ 
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However, I obtained my passport and all the necessary shots just in case all during the 6 months 
of ping pong. SAIC were never definitive on if you were a real candidate and kept you hanging. 
So, I proceeded with my life and didn’t count on this to become a reality. I had made my 
application to Nova Southeastern University for the doctoral program in computer technology 
and education and threw my hat in the ring for a full-time position as a criminal justice professor 
at Bucks County Community College. 


I was offered a mentoring opportunity with the Dean of Academic Affairs at Montgomery 
County Community College (MCCC) where I have been an adjunct professor for ten years 
teaching criminal justice and computer courses. It was an opportunity I really didn’t want to pass 
it up, as it would afford me the chance to really fine-tune my distance learning and on-line 
learning techniques. It would be the perfect springboard to do a practical application dissertation 
for Nova and it satisfied the requirement to be affiliated with a school that would provide the 
support necessary to develop working projects during the program. I had ranked number 2 for the 
position as Director of Distance Learning, close but no cigar. Had I gotten that position there 
would be no Kosovo adventure. The day after I accepted the mentorship, I had to call the Dean 
back and declined as I was going to Kosovo. He was as shocked as I was. He told me to come 
see him when I got back and that the offer was still open as far as he was concerned. I wondered 
if I had done the right thing. 


I recalled a computer student of mine, Alice Shirakawa, and my wife having a ball shopping in 
REI for cold weather gear. Alice is well traveled and was an excellent resource for information 
and knew just what to buy for such a trip. She could write a book on her adventures around the 
world. She loves roughing it. Well, this trip had cost me $3, 500 in new clothes and equipment 
not including the brand-new laptop. My wife had packed a super duper first aid kit with the help 
of the all her nursing staff at the Albert Einstein Medical Center. Alice had lent me her high-end 
water filtration system and a host of other equipment including a short-wave radio. I felt I was 
ready as I was ever going to be. 


I was off to the Philadelphia International Airport to get the 3 PM flight to JFK, the first leg of 
my trip. When the agent there saw the destination on my ticket she asked, “Law Enforcement?” I 
said, “Yes.” She then asked, “Are you armed?” I said no. She then instructed the trainee that all 
law enforcement and military personnel are never charged for extra baggage. Well, I was 
underweighted even with 3 bags and couldn’t believe it. I still feel am bringing too much. 


TJ came to the gate with me and I got one last hug and a kiss, waved good bye and told her I 
loved her as I headed down the stairs to the waiting turbo prop. I knew she could handle the 
home front without me as she has done it before for as much as 6 months at time when I was a 
project manager for a police department in Florida. Just the same, I knew I would still miss her a 
lot; only this time the assignment was a more dangerous. 


I arrived at JFK to find that Delta / Austrian Air had a medical emergency and instead of a 6:55 
PM departure I wasn’t airborne until 8:30 PM. I had plenty of time to write in my log and took 
the opportunity to change $40 American dollars to Shillings. I wasn’t too anxious to convert 
American money. 
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It was a long flight to Vienna approximately seven and half-hours. I wondered what the Vienna 
Hilton was like. During the flight I made friends with my neighbor sitting next to me, Gurdon 
Ott, who was on her way home to Vienna. She is in her mid-30’s, divorced with one child, and is 
an antique dealer. She had just spent 10 days in New York City buying antiques. She was most 
helpful on giving me tips on places to see and so forth. We had a very long conversation going 
across the Atlantic. 


I had not flown transatlantic for a long time and I began to take note of all the latest advances 
and creature comforts while in flight. There is a personal TV set built into the back of the seat in 
front of you with optional brightness control. There was a multi-function remote control devise 
concealed in the armrest. On side controlled the TV, games, music, and movies. There were four 
pay per view movies. I guess when you fly economy you pay for everything. The flipside of the 
devise was a cell phone. All you had to do was zip your credit card through and you were in 
business. 


The trip was arduous for me and probably one of the worst I have ever been on in all my years of 
flying as a result of the occupant sitting in front of me who insisted on keeping his seat fully 
reclined the entire trip even through the meal service. 

Finally, I got the hostess to ask him to put up his seat, so I could eat like a person. As soon as I 
finished he returned the seat to the fully reclined position. I thought to myself, this guy is really 
very inconsiderate of others and let it go at that. The only real comfort I could derive was being 
able to remove my LL Bean high top boots. It felt good to let my feet breath. 


I thought it was very clever how the TV screen also served to provide the preflight safety 
instructions and a host of in-flight information such as air speed, temperature, distance traveled, 
and a host of other useless statistical information in both English and German. Then it would 
fade into the GPS system giving you a visual map of your exact position in flight. 


All I could think of was how uncomfortable I was the entire trip. I vowed I was not going home 
this way. What a way to start my adventure! Is this an omen of what was to come I wondered? 


February 20, 2000 Sunday -The Vienna Experience 


I arrived at 10:30 AM in Vienna, and it was only 3:30 PM in New York. The 6-hour time 
difference had not hit me yet. With the help of Gurdon Ott, I managed to get the right shuttle to 
the Vienna Hilton, about a twenty-minute ride for 70 Shillings. I think the exchange rate is 4:1 in 
the US favor. 


The Hilton was adequate but there is no mistaking that you’re in Europe. It left a lot to be desired 
by American standards. I headed straight for the shower and washed my silk underwear and 
socks and made good use of Alice’s retractable clothesline. She knows her stuff! I managed to 
get a bit of a nap before going to meet the representative in the lobby from the Organization for 
Security and Cooperation in Europe (OSCE). I will be working directly for this organization on 
this mission known as UMNIK. In short, the United Nations Mission in Kosovo. OSCE is 
working in conjunction with the UN on this mission. My, it gets complicated very quickly. 
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Someone with a name badge “Mike” gave me this rather thick packet of information, including a 
map of the city detailing when and where the orientation was to be held on Monday. 


I got some directions at the front desk and walked over as a dry run to see how long it would 
take. This would also give me an opportunity to see the sites of Vienna along the way. 

It was about a 25-minute walk taking my time. It was obviously a very old city filed with history 
and beautiful architecture some of which is very ornate. There are statues everywhere. 


The city was clean; the weather was in the mid-forties with a light rain and peek- a- boo 
sunshine. The OSCE office building was closed, as it was Sunday. On the return trip to the 
hotel, I spotted a Mc Donald’s and decided to do some comparison-shopping and taste test their 
wares. A Big MAC Combo was 59 Shillings, about $3.50 in U.S. Dollars. So, price was similar! 
I noted that the majority of the patrons were rather well dressed Japanese and Chinese. Tourists I 
guess. Well, much to my surprise, the Big MAC tasted the same! 


At the hotel I pondered on trying to call home to let TJ know I was all right. Now how can I do 
that without paying and arm and a leg? It will have to wait until tomorrow. I still have not met 
one single person assigned to this mission yet. So, it was back to room 621 at the hotel to wade 
my way through all this material. Gads, there are so many forms (Personal inventory list, bank 
information, optional health insurance, etc.) to fill out in this packet you would not believe it! 
Then there is a security package and all the requirements of what had to be filled out for 
Monday’s meeting. 


Gads, the TV is all in German with the exception of CNN. The agenda for the week is really 
power packed and tight. This is going to be a tough orientation! There are only three 15-minute 
breaks the whole day on Monday! 


I must remember to get postage to take with me to Kosovo, as there is no postal service there. I 
will be mailing through the SAIC office in Pristina. After the two days of orientation here in 
Vienna they plan to fly us all in to Pristina airport which is about an hour flying time or 
approximately 600 miles. Kosovo is still is a no-fly zone. 


Well, Toots, you may have to send me copies of all the things I bought for this trip, as they 
require me to prepare an inventory of all my personal belongings in the event they get stolen and 
have to reimburse me. It sounds like they have some kind of insurance for theft. 


On the flight from JFK to Vienna I came across an article in Skylines about the financial wizard 
behind this mission, Renate Vorzeller. She is only 38 years old with an enormous job! I saved 
the article along with map of Europe. 


I am just wondering if any of my CJS students sent in their homework assignments for week 5. 
The previous week, there were only two respondents and this week none? 
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It just dawned on me to take the toilet paper from the hotel with me when I leave on Wednesday. 
This very important item may not be readily available in Pristina. I am sure there will be lots of 
questions tomorrow. Better quit, it’s late. I miss you Toots 


Love Jay 
February 21, 2000 Monday Orientation OSCE HQS 


I was up at 5 AM 
and the BBC World 
News and MSNBC 
were reporting in 
English on Mitrovica 
violence. The KFOR 
were conducting 
house-to-house 
searches for weapons 
and two soldiers 
were injured. The 
city is in the hands of 
the military, 
primarily the French. 





The meeting at : 

OSCE headquarters began promptly at 9 AM with a well prepared and power packed agenda. 
We were informed that there were 1200 mission members at this time with 21 missions and a 
budget of 98 billion Euro dollars. There are about 60 people present from 7 different countries 
for orientation. Some important items to remember were coming rapid fire during the briefing. 
Flight labels for luggage on the trip to Pristina. I should save all receipts. The transit house in 
Pristina would be $47.00 a day until I could find my own housing. They were paying $95 dollars 
a day for lodging and food plus $33 a day for hazard duty pay only in Kosovo. The currency was 
DEM and banking was none existent in Pristina, the capitol city of Kosovo. Banking was 
possible in Skopje, which was across the border in Macedonia. There was a mail shuttle between 
Vienna and Pristina and the news agency carried stamps. 


One could not send boxes, only flat mail and there were custom hang-ups associated with boxes. 
They said it took about 2 weeks to get a letter. We were told to try and get an APO military 
address from the KFOR and then you could receive boxes. We could e-mail from Pristina via 
satellite using free Hotmail addresses. The terminals were located on various floors of the OSCE 
headquarters building. We would be entitled to a 20-minute phone call monthly at no cost. And 
there was a free air shuttle service twice a week from Pristina to Vienna on a first come first 
serve basis. We were told to eat at only good restaurants and not to drink the water. We were 
also entitled to 2.5 vacation days per month and you use them or lose them within the time frame 
of the contract. Then there were RLL days (3 days for every 2 months) Brits version of rest and 
relaxation leave. There was an apothecary in Vienna where you could buy booster shots as 
required. 
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A comforting thought. This first day of orientation was a steady stream of very general 
information with a broad paintbrush providing the big picture of Eastern Europe with the 
emphasis on human rights. There were several veteran mission members, and not all 60 of us 
were slated to go to Kosovo. 

It was a long boring day, but it finally came to end and most everyone wanted to walk back to 
the hotel. We were all in need of some exercise. I still have not made any personal contacts with 
the other mission members. Everyone is being kind of reserve and feeling each other out. 


An interesting side note that deserves some attention took place when many of us took the 
Number | tram this morning going to the Hofburg where the OSCE headquarters resides. The 
operator of the tram was not on board, so I got on and expected he would ask me for the 22 
Shillings fare upon his return. Many more people got on board and none paid a fair even upon 
exiting at various stops. I was told there was a fare, but I guess I was wrong. Soon my stop came, 
and I got off with the rest of my American and Brit colleagues. None of them paid either. We 
discussed this phenomenon and couldn’t figure it all out. Was this the honor system? In the 
middle of our conversation we noticed a woman walk up to a token machine and purchase a 
prepaid fair and get on the tram. Now it all became clear as why no one was paying the fare. I 
thought to myself, this system would never work in New York or Philadelphia for that matter! 


It was now about 7:30 PM when four of us met in the lobby and decided to go find a nice pub for 
dinner. There was James McGregor Shanks with the British Constabulary, but his heart was in 
Scotland, he was assigned to operational police skills. 


Then there was Jack Palchak, former Marine from Columbus, Ohio already assigned to the 
personnel department at the Kosovo Police Service School (KPSS). Bill Rowlinson, a Brit with 
humor and chock full of historical information. He was a firearms expert, as was Herb Cram 
from Maine. Herb was also a former Marine and just retired as trooper from the Maine State 
Police. Then there is I, a former Nassau County Police Officer and now adjunct professor at 
Montgomery County Community College, not to mention a member of the Semper- Fi 
brotherhood. In short, the Weinersnitchel and beer was very good. We exchanged information 
over dinner and learned some startling things. 


The military, Kosovo Force, (KFOR) are sleeping in tents there in the bitter cold. They have hot 
air blown in, but the generators freeze up because the diesel fuel freezes as it has no additives, or 
the contractors have watered it down. We were told not to drink the water and don’t eat anything 
that doesn’t come in a sealed container. How comforting! What is this place called Kosovo? The 
primary participants in the KFOR are Americans, Brits, German’s and French and many others 
too numerous to mention. 


We also learned that the potential to access the Internet was poor, maybe once a week for a few 
minutes. Gads, that means my entire class will have to send their assignments through the mail. I 
could have them send their assignments to my AOL address at home where TJ could compress 
them into one file and forward them to my Hotmail account in Kosovo. Then I can work off line 
and send them back with grades. This is going to be a real challenge! 

The word is that burglary is very high in Pristina and one is more at risk with high-ticket items 
like a laptop. I was told to carry it with me everywhere along with my passport, airline tickets, 
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shot record and money. We learned that the police school is only nine weeks! A veteran trainer 
said it was all very basic stuff and packed with human rights issues. Upon graduation they are 
assigned to a field-training officer (FTO) for 19 weeks. 


Then they return for in service training once a week until 26 weeks are completed in total for 
final certification and granted full police powers and are issued weapons. We were informed that 
local attorneys teach all the law courses. A veteran mission member, Jim Booth, related an 
interesting story to us about a class in defensive tactics. It was only after 2 weeks of instruction 
that he realized that the recruits had no idea what a baton was. They thought it was some kind of 
stick that stuck on to something else. There definition in the use of a baton was rifle butt justice. 


I thought to myself, I must try to get into a group that is willing to rent a house together. We get 
about three days to transition into some kind of housing arrangement with some help by the 
personnel in the accommodations unit in OSCE in Pristina. The trick is to find a place within 
walking distance of the shuttle at headquarters. The OSCE provides shuttle service to the KPSS 
daily between Pristina and Vuccitri. I am thankful for the shuttle service, as driving in Pristina is 
a nightmare. The roads are blown to hell and the shoulders are often mined. There are no traffic 
control devises like stoplights, as there is no electric to run them. They pretty much drive where 
they want and park on the sidewalks as well. 


We were instructed by the Norwegian Army during orientation to drive only on hard surface 
roads and not to enter any empty buildings, as they may be booby-trapped. And last but least, 
security is your own personal issue! 


There has been a tremendous influx of vehicles from across the Macedonia border because there 
is no import tax and the crush of vehicles is jamming the roads. The population jumped from 
20,000 to 60,000 in three months after the bombing stopped. Most of the cars are unregistered, 
stolen and have no license plates. 


We were also told to look for 
rentals where there were wood 
stoves as the electric power was out 
for days at a time. It was not ideal 
conditions but better than nothing. 
The veteran mission members say it 
is often colder inside the houses 
than outside sometimes because all 
the homes are all made of concrete 
block. What is worse is the rooms 
have no closets. Some rentals and 
most of the restaurants had 
generators. 





Well, the hazard duty pay of $33.00 
per day doesn’t compensate me for the cold as far as I am concerned. Then to put the icing on the 





WEEFOR Page 9 


cake, one must attend a stress management class as part of the three-day orientation. That is 
almost too funny for words. The two psychologists combined age could not have been more than 
40. Not one word was mentioned about the conflict that took place in Mitrovica yesterday, not 
even on the breaks. 

It was not even mentioned in our news briefing that morning. It was all over the BBC last night 
and this morning. Well, Wednesday we are to take a chartered Russian airliner to Pristina, the 
capitol of Kosovo, and get our feet wet. 


I did manage to get out a phone call to TJ on a break and request copies of receipts for my 
inventory list. We are permitted one 20-minute phone call a month. I wondered if I could use the 
remaining 19 minutes later during the week. 


We were issued our basic living allowance (BLA) money of 3,000 Marks for the month to cover 
lodging and another 1,800 Shillings for meals while in Vienna. And that basically concluded the 
first day of orientation. 


As I walked back to the Hilton, I noticed that Tom Hanks in The Green Mile was playing only 
because of the pictures on the billboard. I couldn’t read anything on the signs. At the hotel I 
marveled at the fact that my silk underwear and sox had dried so fast. Boy, Alice is right on 
target! I certainly learned a lot on the first day! 


February 22, 2000 Tuesday — Day two of Orientation at OSCE 


We got very little time to just talk to each other during these sessions but at least they made 
everyone introduce him or herself. There are some very talented people in this room. 


A helicopter pilot from Turkey, Martin Enk, a medical doctor from Austria, A judge from Israel, 
A host of police trainers from the US, Tony Gillette, an attorney for war crimes, professional 
military engineers, and the list goes on. 


Dr. Lyly Rojas DeKnaus gave one of the most powerful presentations of the day. Her mere 
presence was different. She was all of a 5’-6” dressed in a woolen brown and red plaid suit with 
red nylons; sort of a Little Red Riding Hood with glasses. Although she looked like a little kid, 
but she must have been 40 -45 years old. She was a refugee from Nicaragua, educated at the 
University of Wisconsin in the U.S., and still lives in grass hut in the Brazilian jungles of Bali. 
However, she works in Europe with organizations like the UN, etc. Her Ph.D. is in cross-cultural 
psychology and linguistics. She is a very impressive lady! She gave an excellent PowerPoint 
presentation on the culture we would have to encounter. She used group dynamics and provided 
a very startling profile about the world population. I noted her presentation on the world profile 
of 100 people expressed in percentages as follows: 
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Asian 57 Heterosexual 89 
European 21 Homosexual 11 
American 14 Sub-standard housing 80 
African 8 Unable to read 70 
Female 48 Malnutrition 50 

Male 52 College Education 1 
None white 70 Own a computer 1 
White 30 Wealth 6 

None Christian 70 

Christian 30 














This kind of put things in perspective for all of us! Some rather startling statistics I thought. It’s 
hard to believe that 70 percent of the world’s population is unable to read, with 80 percent in 
sub-standard housing, and only one out of every 100 has a college education. 


Then the discussion turned to the motivations as to why this mission, and why now? Basically, it 
boiled down to curiosity, challenge, it was available now, and international experience. 


Some saw it as an opportunity to test the academic in a real-world situation. It was also an 
opportunity to represent the U.S., raise professional experience to an international level and at 
the same time learn from one’s colleagues, make new friends and be a part of history. 


There was the changing face of peace after the cold war. Post-cold war operations now consisted 
of 10% percent military and 90 % civilian causalities as a result of civil wars. Operations were 
more dangerous and complex than before. Peacekeeping partners continued human rights 
through “democratization” organizations. The media and academia were questionable partners. 


The coordinating of the partners through training and education, negotiation techniques, and the 
proliferation of computer databases were key elements to success in the field. 


The orientation ended with a special one-hour presentation on Bosnia, Skopje, Georgia, Croatia 
and Kosovo. The United Nations Mission in Kosovo (UNMIK) had set out specific tasks. They 
were to integrate human relations in the training of police and put 4,000 cops on the street as 
quickly as possible. The second major task was the democratization and governance including 
the development of a civil society. 

Then there was the organization and supervision of elections in the province, which included the 
monitoring, and protection of human rights. And finally, perform any task assigned by the 
Secretary General of the UN under UNSCR Resolution 1244 that was approved by the 
Permanent Council. We also learned that the Director of KPSS was an American, Steve Bennett, 
also a former Marine Major. 
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He had already started training the first recruits on September 7, 1999 and the school was about 
40 kilometers from Pristina. Gads, I am already using European standards! It was now 1630 
(4:30 PM) and we all walked back to the Hilton but some of us made a pit stop at St. Stephens 
Roman Catholic Church to light a candle and say a prayer. A little insurance policy I guess. 


I was with Andy Revering, a retired Police Chief from Anoka, Minnesota and Dennis Ebner, a 
retired Police Lieutenant from the small town (population 2400) of Spooner, Wisconsin. We 
were in awe at the beautiful stained-glass windows and marvelous architecture. It reminded me 
of being in St. Pat’s in New York City. It was just overwhelming! It was about 1930 (7:30 PM) 
when our little group assembled in the lobby of the Hilton. It consisted of John Coyne, a retired 
Illinois State Police Major, Andy Revering, Dennis Ebner and me. We found a very nice café 
only two blocks away. The food was excellent. I definitely enjoyed the rack of lamb. It was 
served with a very heavy port wine. I had to switch to beer after one glass! All I wanted to do 
was go to sleep. I have been having difficulty adjusting to the 6-hour time difference. We 
discussed all the rumors we picked up during the day about Pristina and wondered how much of 
it was true. We called it a day and returned to the hotel to get some sleep as we were off to 
Pristina in the morning. We thought the orientation would never end. [have a listing of 
personnel in our orientation class, so I can start to associate names with faces. 


- Love, Jay 
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OSCE Induction Programme 
Course No.4, 21-22 February, 2000 


Surname Name Nationality Mission Area 
1 Zironicky Miroslav CzechRep Albania Field Officer 
2 Peters Mariko Netherlands BiH Senior Media Law Associate 
3 Edvartsen Bjork Norway BiH Chief of Plans and Policy 
4 Fernandez Maria Isabel Spain BiH Human Rights 
Fernandez 
5 Gillett Tonia UK BiH Legal Counsellor 
6 Hertrampf Doris Germany Estonia Head of Mission 
7 Ismail-Zade § Oktay Azerbaijan Georgia Border Monitor 
8 Saro Ivo CzechRep Georgia Border Monitor 
9 Nagy Peter Hungary Georgia Border Monitor 
10 Petrauskas Modestas Lithuania Georgia Border Monitor 
11 Tbrisimoglu Volkan Turkey Georgia Border Monitor 
12 Maruschak Olexander Ukraine Georgia Military Observer 
13 Orn Torsten Sweden Lativa Head of Mission 
14 Juhasz Sandor Hungary Nagorno- Field Assistant 
Karabakh 
15 Enk Martin Austria OMiK Medical Officer 
16 Vanderstraeten Peter Belgium OMiK Customs Co-ordinator 
17 Vervoort Rudy Belgium OMiK Customs Officer 
18 Cockell John Canada OMiK Democratization 
19 Laflamme- Marie-Josee Canada OMiK Human Rights 
Marsan 
20 de Charette Patrice Councilof §OMiK Rule of Law 
Europe 
21 Vesely Ivan ~~ €zech “—~OMIK— ~~ Democratization 
Republic 
22 Kobke Hubertus Germany OMiK Administration & Support 
23 Schietzelt Torsten Heinz Germany OMiK Elections 
24 Fischer Ulrich Germany OMik Administration & Support 
25 Fritzemeir Volker Germany OMiK Administration & Support 
26 Magueija Joao Portugal OMiKk Administration & Support 
27 Lyth Annette Sweden OMiK Legal Advisor 
28 Caster Andrew UK OMiK Police School 
29 Grayell Christopher UK OMiK Police School 
30 Naylor Christopher UK OMiK Police School 
31 Wolfe David UK OMiK Police School 
32 Shanks James UK OMiK Police School 
33 Lowe Jeffrey UK OMiK Police School 
34 Bowe Kevin UK OMiK Police School 
35 Bayford Paul UK OMik Police School 
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36 Maslin Tony UK OMiK Police School 


37 Rowlinson William UK OMikK Police School 

38 Revering Andrew USA OMiK Police School 

39 Trumble Beverly USA OMiK Police School 

40 Ebner Dennis USA OMiK Police School 

41 Kuhns Elisabeth USA OMiK Police School 

42 Varga Gregory USA OMiK Police School 

43 Cram Herbert USA OMiK Police School 

44 Booth James USA OMiK Police School 

45 Julian Jay USA OMiK Police School 

46 Coyne John USA OMiK Police School 

47 Palchak John USA OMiK Police School 

48 Findlay Martha USA OMiK Police School 

49 Boultinghouse Richard USA OMiK Police School 

50 Morton Robert USA OMiK Police School 

51 Lettic Stephen USA OMiK Police School 

52 Randa Chammas Austria Secretariat Training Assistant 

53 Gudrun Steinacker Germany Secretariat Co-ordinator for Training & 
Capacity Building 

54 Vladim Letitsky Kazakhstan Secretariat Intern 

55 Andersson Petra Sweden Skopje Economic/Environmental Officer 
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February 23, 2000 Wednesday — Russian Charter 

Flight to Pristina 
. a 
LatGnar 


*e@ We were assembled in the Hilton dining room for 
© breakfast at 7:10 AM and were on a shuttle to the 
airport in 15 minutes. It was a very quick breakfast. 
The OSCE had provided a Russian charter for all of 
us (approximately 60 mission members) to Pristina. I 
noted that the airport police carried sub-machine guns 
and it was rather unsettling. We finally got airborne 
at 12:10 PM! I noted that in Vienna you deplane in a 
taxiway and take a shuttle to the airport. They never 
— taxi to the gate as they do in the U.S. We all arrived 
in good spirits in Pristina. It was a visual landing, as the airport had no telemetry since the 
bombing. Not one word was spoken during the entire hour and 55-minute flight. Lunch was a 
serving of cold vegetables, bread and a drink. It was nothing to brag about. The airport had 
evidence of war damage everywhere. The Brits supplied the fire department and security was 
Russian. OSCE had seven buses and trucks waiting to whisk us off to headquarters in Pristina. It 
was about 3 PM when we finally got settled on the 4" floor of headquarters for more orientation. 
Here we go again! 








Right off the bat they gave us a security briefing along with VHF Motorola radios. We got a 
down and dirty lesson on channel usage and then had us deploy to “transit housing”. I somehow 
ended up in transit house 13 by myself. I pushed a little to get a radio and they complied when I 
told them no one else was assigned 13 but me. So, they gave me a radio. I got an OSCE shuttle 
and arrived at 6 PM with my luggage. I was amazed nothing was missing. I requested the driver 
to return at 7 PM sharp to take me back for dinner. The driver spoke a little English that helped a 
lot! I was in an area called Tony University. That makes sense I thought to myself while 
fumbling in the dark with 2 keys to open the door locks. The house was a multi-story complex 
that reminded me of a college dorm. I cleared the outer door and then the inner door, locking 
each as I passed through. These were mortise and tenor locks which are not cheap and very 
effective. Yet, at the same time, I noticed that none of the apartments within the building had 
locks on the doors. The room was small and very cold. There was a small electric space heater 
that wasn’t doing much in the way of generating heat. At least the lights work! 


I decided to only unpack what I really needed as I was only going to be here a few days until I 
get permanent housing for myself. I noticed a tall cabinet with a glass door revealing toilet 
articles and a bottle of vodka. There was a small stereo in the bookcase next to a desk. When I 
opened the desk draw I saw a wallet and all sorts of personal stuff. There was some kind of pass 
in the wallet made out to Olga Todorovic. There was no money, just business cards, etc. I placed 
it back where I found it and concluded that I must be in the wrong room. I double-checked my 
paperwork, it was correct! It was all very puzzling. 

It was time to get my ride back to headquarters. The driver was very prompt. I sought out 
someone in security and explained my experience. 
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Well, the person I thought was from security actually turned out to be Ambassador Daan Everts, 
Head of Mission, only I didn’t know that at the time. I later learned his identity from a photo in 
the organization chart. He was in the security office at the time and I assumed him to be a 
member of security. He never told me he was the head of the mission. He turned me over to a 
tall, probably 6’ 6”, very thin young man they call “Tony” who is responsible helping the 
“newbies” get into transit houses and then facilitate obtaining permanent housing. I reiterated the 
story and he immediately checked to see how many keys he had for transit house 13. He said, 
“Tt’s not possible, all the keys are here except the ones you have. There is no one else living in 
that complex.” 


I got out my paperwork and showed him that I was in room 35 transit house 13/57. At that point 
he decided we both should take a ride to check out the place. On the way to the transit house in 
University Village I learned that he was the Accommodation Assistant and his real name is 
Veton Shita. They tagged him Tony because everyone thought he had an interest in the “Tony 
University Housing”. The fact is; he doesn’t. We arrived at the flat and I showed him what I had 
found. Tony just burst out laughing! Now I was really puzzled. He explained that all the things in 
the cabinet including the vodka were part of the rental package. They stock the place with 
everything that is why the price is so high. I showed him the wallet and said, ““What about this?” 
He started laughing again. Now I was really feeling stupid. ” The landlord who owns the house 
left these things, there is nothing of value in that wallet,” he said. Tony was right! 


He proceeded to check all the other rooms on the floor, empty! He then took me on a tour of the 
entire house. Tony pointed out, “Look you have the whole place to yourself.” 

He instructed me in how to start the electric hot water heater for the shower. Tony did tell me the 
area I was living in was a good area as the KFOR were stationed just down the block. He took 
me down stairs to a very large room and explained that this was the dining room and gave me a 
fast lesson in how to use the satellite TV. The kitchen was complete with pots and pans, utensils, 
etc. It just needed food. Tony got a kick out of my ignorance but complimented me on the fact I 
was such an honest cop. He took me back to headquarters where there was to be some food and 
drink on the 9" floor. What a hike! No working elevators of course. I thought I was going to die 
on the third-floor landing. As I ascended the never-ending stairs I paused again to ask if there 
was Internet access. Sure enough, they have terminals for OSCE members on 3 different floors 
(1, 3, and 6). Finally, we reached the top floor and I entered through the double glass doors 
looking for some familiar faces but there were none. There was no one there from our original 
group. It was filled with military (KFOR) and military police. I settled for a warm beer and a few 
chips and went down a few floors to find an Internet terminal and send you a message. WOW! I 
got mail from my students. I decided not to open it then as I did not have a disk with me to store 
any downloads. I was afraid they would be lost. I must remember to bring a disk tomorrow. 


After that grandiose dinner of beer and chips I noticed that I had to get off the Internet and go 
meet the duty driver to return to the transit house. I arrived about 11 PM and it was really cold in 
the apartment and then the heat went dead, the lights went out. I guess I will find out how good 
this sleeping bag really is. The little space heater was of no consequence anyway. However, 
since I had the entire place to myself I decided to get the other electric heater in the adjoining 
room and roll it in here just in case the power returns. 
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I realized that if power didn’t return in the morning I could still make some breakfast as I still 
had a thermos full of hot water I brought from Vienna and the packets of oatmeal and sugar you 
packed in my luggage. With a bit of luck, the power will be back, and I can cook on the electric 
stove. The driver will be here at 7 AM tomorrow and I better get some sleep. I wondered if the 
short-wave radio Alice gave me has an alarm. I am too tired to look for it. Gads its cold! At least 
Ihave a good flashlight. Guess what, the water doesn’t work either. Apparently, they need 
electric to pump the water too. Now I know why all those bottles of water were in the bathroom. 
They use a gravity fed toilet tank mounted high up on the wall. Well, without power, its one 
flush, and you’re done! No doubt diesel run generators must be a hot commodity here! Good 
night Toots. 


February 24, 2000 Thursday Sleepless in Kosovo 


It is now 3:10 AM and I am wide-awake! Obviously, my internal clock is still on Philadelphia 
time. Well, the power returned, and the room warmed up with two heaters in the room and the 
sleeping bag was excellent! However, I feel like I never went to bed! 


I have made a few notes to put in my next e-mail. I need to have you advise Bucks County 
Community College that I will be back in time for the fall semester. I don’t want them to think I 
am unavailable. 


Next item is virus protection. Gary Costello informed me that he got a virus from my e-mail that 
I sent on Saturday from the house before I left. I guess that made him a happy puppy. I am not 
off to a good start with him, am I? 


Well, what you need to do is run the anti-virus software by starting the system from a cold start 
and it will kick in automatically. If it finds nothing, go to the Norton Utilities Icon and run 
update. Make sure you start AOL first, so it will connect to the server. Once you’re in go to key 
word and type “Quick Menu” and click on GO. This will prevent you from getting kicked off 
while the down load is in progress. A banner will appear at the top of the screen like tickertape, 
then minimize AOL and run the Norton update. Find the latest version DAT file and download. 
Restart your computer when done. That’s all there is to it. 


I have been listening to the Voice of America (VOA) news on the radio and they announced that 
the French are willing to send 700 more troops to Kosovo. My pen just ran out of ink so it’s back 
to bed! Can’t sleep; found another pen. More to do’s for you. In my office, see if you can find 
the file I used to create Alice’s inventory and just add to it all of the things I bought before I left. 
Then make copies of all the receipts and send them to me. I tried filling out the OSCE inventory 
from memory and prices are a problem. This will help! In the file folder I left you there are 
instructions for sending mail through Vienna, SAIC then forward it in their mail pouch using 
DHL delivery service. I can send you letters only through SAIC, as they will not accept packages 
to or from the U.S. It cost them too much money. DHL is not cheap. When SAIC receives a 
letter from me they just drop in the U.S. mail, as it will have U.S. postage on it. Boy I need to get 
a few winks! I am just so wound up! Tony, from accommodations, told me the new police get 
paid 300 DM a month ($150) and he said he is afraid they will be corrupted very soon. 
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The economy is over inflated here because of all the internationals. I saw a recorded film clip of 
the first graduating class and have a short story to go with it. 


The presenter, Brad Smith, told us that the graduating class was composed of both Albanians and 
Serbians that went to celebrate at a local café. They were approached by a local Albanian 
villager who queried the group, “Which ones are Serbs?” They ignored his insistent inquiry. 
Finally, one graduate stood up and said, “I am sorry, there are only policemen here!” So, 
multiculturalism works in the KPSS. An interesting phenomena; don’t you think? I later learned 
that many of the graduates in this same class were arrested by the KFOR for carrying weapons. 
No one passed the word that the new police were permitted to carry weapons. It must have been 
very humiliating for them. 


Some trivia information: OSCE mandates that everyone prepare a detailed map including 
landmarks along the route to your permanent housing location. Since there are no street signs, 
landmarks are very important. You must submit your map of where you will be living before you 
can move there. It’s for safety and security obviously. If one has to evacuate, they need to know 
where you are in order to get you out. The street signs have been changed 3 times and in most 
cases none-existent, hence no mail services 
either. I noticed that the cities and villages 
have two different spellings. For example, 
Kosovo is the Serbian spelling while 
Kosova, is the Albanian spelling. It gets 
rather confusing. 


It’s now 7 AM and my mind is still racing 
like crazy. I think I got an hour sleep. I got 
dressed quickly and grabbed the Motorola 
radio and called for transportation to 
headquarters. No time for breakfast. 





I scampered down the steps and waited on the cold deserted street that had a glimmer of sunrise 
reflecting in a puddle of sewer water. The smell is atrocious from over flowing sewers! I became 
acutely aware of the poverty here when I began to survey the area in the dim light. There were 
disheveled shacks with makeshift roofs, some ~ 
using plastic tarps, then there was a pack of 
wild dogs fighting in the garbage, open 
manholes, and the road was almost totally 
destroyed. I was totally unaware of most of 
this because I arrived here in the dark. The 
really interesting thing was the fact that these 
shacks all had satellite dishes. My driver 
arrived and off we went to OSCE 
headquarters. 
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I was now formally introduced to the Head of Mission during the morning orientation. 
Orientation contained a lot of information on the structure of the OSCE organization and their 
missions around the world as well as the history of the Balkans. 


I had to turn in my loaner Motorola, with high hopes of obtaining another before the end of the 
day. I took a few photos from the 9" floor of Headquarters and completed a housing request to 
round out the day. It was for Andy Revering, John Coyne, Dennis Ebner and me. The request 
was for the impossible, but we had nothing to lose by trying. We asked for a four-bedroom house 
close to headquarters, with phone service (there was none) washer, kitchen, dining room, satellite 
TV, generator, electric heat, and shower. The impossible dream! You would think that $128 
dollars a day could buy you anything you wanted, not so! 


The line for the Internet was long so I decided to have dinner on the 9" floor of Headquarters. It 
was some kind of Chinese food, not good! I had visions of Alice and Suki cringing at the sight of 
this stuff. Here it is 8:30 PM and I finally got a crack at getting on the Internet. 


We are all tired of the constant lecture! I finally did get another radio (#24) and ended up back at 
the transit house. I had just finished taking a shower; that was quite an experience and washed 
out my clothes by hand when without warning the light went out. I discovered that the room was 
equipped with a rechargeable fluorescent light. I turned on my short-wave radio to get some 
news. It was very cold in that tiny room! All I can say is I am glad I spent the bucks on a good 
sleeping bag! Hope my e-mail got through! The time zone is killing me. I am getting punchy! 
Well, Saturday is a trip to the police school. That should be very interesting. 


I did manage to get e-mail from my students for assignment number 5! I downloaded them, but I 
can’t read them, as the battery in the laptop is so cold it won’t crank up! It’s minus zero in 
Pristina tonight! I will try warming it under my armpit. 


I did learn during one of the breaks that there are Internet Café’s in Pristina that charge a nominal 
fee to get on and send and even print out messages. I haven’t had time to investigate any of them 
yet. I did get to take a few pictures today despite the rough schedule. It included the headquarters 
building, the sports complex, and some KFOR units. And last but not least, the telephone 
company. Our cruse missal did a job on the telephone company. It’s getting late and I better 
quit. It’s all very exciting but I still prefer my comfort! I think I am too old for this roughing it 
stuff. 


February 25, 2000 Friday - The Beat Goes On - More Lectures 


Here we go again. Probably the most important lecture of the day was on mines. A Swedish 
Captain did a very good PowerPoint presentation on the do’s and don’ts of mines. This was 
followed up with a trip to a staged area where they tested your powers of observation in trying to 
locate mines. They had hidden anti-personnel, anti-tank, and UXO materials in a roped off area. 
Go fetch! UXO stands for unexploded ordinance just in case you’re not savvy to military lingo. 
Basically, this was some heavy duty round that didn’t go off. It was very difficult to find them, 
especially the trip wires. We then were taken to another area where we got to see actual mines of 
the various types. 
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The really worrisome thing is that even though an area may have been cleared, it is often re- 
mined days later. Nice guys! I began to feel like I was back in the Marines again. That concluded 
our lecture for the day! 


Once again, we ascended to the 9" floor of headquarters for “happy hour”. More like stress 
management if you ask me. My legs are killing me from all the stairs, my kingdom for an 
elevator that works! Dinner consisted of some kind of burnt meat with noodles and a curry like 
sauce, Yuk! Absolutely terrible! Cooking is obviously not a strong point in the province. Enough 
said. Breakfast is the same problem, nine flights of stairs. | am getting weary from all this 
mountain climbing! 


Here is a bit humor for you. As I went to pay for a round of beer at dinner, I reached into what I 
thought was my Banana Republic vest with infinite pockets to get some Marks and discovered I 
was actually in Doc Martin’s jacket instead. Well that brought on a lot of laughs and hazing from 
the boys. I could see the morning Sot, “Cop pickpockets Doc in Dining Room”. This place was 
really depressing, and a good laugh was in order and very refreshing, particularly after all the 
preaching during the day. 


Well, I do have my own radio finally, but I would really love to have a cell phone to call home. I 
just have to wait until we finish up on Saturday and see what I can do. One of the Brits let me 
send a text message on his cell phone to Chris. I left him in charge of getting out the invitations 
for your surprise graduation party. Obviously, you won’t get to see this log file until I get home 
so there is no danger of spilling the beans. 


It seems every day I discover some startling new facts about this place. For example, there are no 
working traffic lights, no judicial system, no courts, no banking and the list goes on and on. This 
is strictly a cash society. Don’t try to get a receipt for anything either. 


Many people refer to this place as “Mad Max City”. It’s more like “Apocalypse Now”. It is sort 
of like being in the South Bronx only worse. Everything here has that burnt smell. Then to make 
matters worse, there is no sewage treatment plant or trash collection. There are two coal powered 
electric plants, one built in the 50’s and in bad need of repair from what we were told. The other 
built in the early 60’s but badly damaged by war. There isn’t a day that goes by where the power 
isn’t out for some extended period of time and always without warning. They both spew out tons 
of sulfur from burning “young coal” soaked in diesel fuel. Pollution here is a major problem. The 
schools are operational here, but I think the kids attend only half a day. 


I was hoping to shower tonight but the damn hot water heater, even as small as it is, takes forever 
to get warm. It never gets hot. I will try in the morning. At least this place is neat and clean. I 
guess I am fairly secure with having my radio and the KFOR down the street. I don’t want to 
think about radio response time. However, I do keep my Buck knife close at hand. Being alone 
on unfamiliar turf, in the dark, with no heat, is rather unsettling. One sleeps with one eye open as 
you hear the sporadic gunfire of automatic weapons in the night. 


As I mentioned earlier the KFOR is a multinational military “Peacekeeping Force”. There are 
French, German, American, British, Swedish, Italian, Russian, etc. all in different zones. 





WEEFOR Page 20 


At present, General Rinehart 
from Germany is running the 
show here from Camp 
Bondsteel. The emphasis is on 
the police school to produce 
some 4,000 cops that will 
restore the rule of law and 
diminish the need for the 
military. The police school has 
been referred to as the “crown 
jewel” of the mission. It’s the 
only place where 
multiculturalism works. The 
instructors are primarily 
American, British, and French 
plus a few Canadian and 
Swedish. A good group too! Needless to say, I want to collect shoulder patches from each for my 
collection at home. I have been using the battery on the laptop and so far, so good. In order to get 
it to work I took the battery out and put it under my armpit for a while and warmed it up. I took 
some bottled water back to the apartment today, I guess I won’t have to refrigerate it will I? 

I better quit for tonight and get some sleep. I got to be out of here by 6:30 AM tomorrow to get 
the 7:30 AM shuttle to the police school. More orientation at 9 AM! 





February 26,000 Saturday — Trip to the Police School (KPSS) 


Today’s adventure took us to the Kosovo Police Service School (KPSS), which kicked off at 
9:30 AM. The KPSS is located about 30 miles away in the village of Vushtri and Mitrovica is 
about another 8-10 miles further up the same road. This is the hot spot right now as seen on 
CNN. This is the area where lots of demonstrations and skirmishes occur at the bridge. 


It appears they have made great strides at the school. It’s no wonder why they call it the crown 
jewel of the OSCE mission. In addition to the multiculturalism working so well, the gender front 
is also well established. There are about 25% females in the classes. That is considered to be an 
amazing feat since they are Muslim, and women are subjugated in their culture. Almost everyone 
lives in the dorms. Some are bused in every morning from the surrounding areas. They are 
moving very rapidly to get the building up to par. The school has its own generators, water 
supply and is pretty much self-contained. A well is being constructed next week, courtesy of the 
Norwegian government I think. Not sure who is paying for it. The dorms are all brick and being 
upgraded with toilets, showers, and hot water radiators etc. There are two gyms under big time 
renovation. The school is basically a 3-story brick building with a full basement. Every square 
inch is being used for classrooms. It’s hard for the instructors to teach with all the noise from 
construction. The dirt and dust fills the air to a point where it is difficult to breathe in some areas 
of the building. The toilets are in bad shape with urine on the floors and a smell that could kill an 
elephant at 1000 yards. 
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They are replacing the radiators and installing a new lighting system, installing new floors, white 
boards, etc. The construction crews are hauling concrete up and down the stairs in wheelbarrows. 
They are trying to ramp up to push out 250 graduates every nine weeks. However, they are still 
short on training personnel and this is a major problem to overcome. At the same time, they want 
to implement a program for police administrators. One of the goals is to eventually have the 
nationals run the school themselves. This is a very ambitious program indeed. The Director, 
Steve Bennett, has his hands full. 
We were told that the first arrivals 
in the school had to sit on the floor 
as there was no seating, not to 
mention heating. They have no 
textbooks, so they must take 
copious notes. They really had it 
rough. There will be classes on 
Saturday and Sunday as well! No 
doubt we will be very busy. 


I managed to sit in and observe one 
of the classes just to get an idea of 
what it was like. The noise levels 
are so high from the banging, 
sawing, etc. that the instructors have to shout to be heard. It is sort of like teaching in slow 
motion. The instructor says a few short sentences and it is repeated to the class, first in Albanian, 
then again in Serbian. Then you have to wait for the response and reply. It is difficult to retain 
your train of thought. This takes practice to get the hang of it not to mention a lot of discipline to 
retain the thought pattern. 





Each class has 2 instructors and a team leader plus 2 language assistants, one Serbian, one 
Albanian. I thought that was over kill until I realized how stressful it is to teach six days a week. 
The day blew by and we were headed back to Pristina before we knew it. The shuttle service, 
sort of a poor man’s Greyhound bus, the kind you see in a Humphrey Bogart movie, was nothing 
to brag about but it works well. Well, here’s looking at you kid! The driver likes to play this 
God-awful unintelligible music all the way. There’s nothing like weeping and waling at 7:30 AM 
in the morning to really get you off to a good start on an empty stomach. You can set your watch 
by the morning prayers that echo in the alleyways and eventually float over the rooftops in an 
eerie fashion. 


We got word that on Monday, 11 AM we are scheduled to go look at a house for rent close to 
headquarters with Tony from Accommodations. That’s one hard working lad. No wonder he is 
so thin. He speaks English pretty well too. 


It’s 5:30 PM and I am off to dinner. I don’t like eating alone. I did discover a place that has cell 
phones. I will break out my cell phone from home and see if it can be fitted with a European chip 
first chance I get. I forgot to bring the charger, but I did bring the cigarette adapter. 
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The Internet is down today. It’s really the only form of communications with the real world. 
Thank God for satellite technology! One learns to appreciate the telephone very quickly here. So, 
ends another day in Mad Max City. 


February 27, 2000 Sunday — The Creation of the WEEFOR 


Although it was another day of lectures at headquarters, I must admit 
some of it was good material. However, an interesting phenomenon 
occurred today that brought our group together. I announced that I 
referred to us as the WEEF4 in my e-mails to you. It quickly got 
translated into the WEEFOR, an obvious take off of the KFOR. It generated all sorts’ ideas as to 
its meaning. The next thing I knew, Andy Revering had designed a logo and we were talking 
caps and T-shirts. Great fun! The WEEFOR now consisted of Andy Revering, Minister of 
Finance, Dennis Ebner, Minister of Defense, John Coyne, Minister of Transportation and me, 
High Commissioner of Culinary Arts. We made the titles real jobs! The finance minister handled 
all the money for the food, paying the rent, etc. He was our central bank since there was no 
banking system here. Needless to say, he never traveled anywhere alone. 





The Defense minister had to gather intelligence on the status of the area, make an evacuation 
plan, and maintain 12 cases of 12-year-old scotch to bribe a helicopter crew chief if evacuation 
was necessary. We decided to keep one bag packed for quick exit if necessary. The 
Transportation Minister had to make sure we always had a vehicle and to keep it maintained, as 
well as chauffeur all of us around. I got the cooking job! However, I didn’t have to do the dishes. 
But we did them when necessary and used anti-bacterial soap just for an added measure of 
safety. It became obvious that one must have a sense of humor to survive in this place and we 
began to find humor in everything. Pretty soon it became can you top this. 


I went to see where Dennis Ebner was staying, Yuk! He can’t wait to move in with us and now I 
know why. He had a friend already in Pristina who invited him to stay with him at his apartment 
instead of a transit house until he could find permanent housing. The location was within 
walking distance to headquarters, a nice benefit but in shantytown. His friend, who shall remain 
nameless, was a real slob! Even though it was a dimly lit room, one could still discern that there 
were bullet holes in the walls, paint peeling everywhere, garbage on the floor, dirty clothes 
strewn about. Then there was this strange odor that filled the room. We made a quick exit and 
never went back. We had a palace compared to this place. You will note I have no photos of the 
place for obvious reasons. We are all anxious to get into permanent housing, so we can unpack 
and start to live like people instead of pack rats. At 11 AM tomorrow the WEEFOR will start 
previewing some permanent housing. 


I got some time to check out my cell phone with a local store and one look he said no. The unit 
would not take the European chip. It was a rather quick decision without asking one question. He 
just looked at it and said no. I left disappointed and wondered if he was telling the truth. The guy 
suggested I buy a new phone. That only solved half the problem. I still needed a service provider 
to get a signal out to the states. There was one other option, a prepaid phone card with call back 
service at .59 cents a minute. 
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Well, I felt I needed to talk to more people and find someone actually using the system. It was a 
pretty inexpensive method of making calls. 


They have us on such a tight schedule that there isn’t much time to investigate any of the things 
we have been told. For example, John Coyne told me that there is a military PX here and we 
could get access to it with just our OSCE ID. A gold mine for sure! 


Back at my transit house I decided to see if I could figure out how the TV worked. There was 
nothing on in English and the only thing I could understand was the erotic sex channel. Rather 
tasteless stuff, the short-wave radio was just fine! I guess after a couple of months in this 
nightmare it will all look good. 


February 28, 2000 Monday The Unexpected Transit House Guests 


At 9 AM there was a news briefing by John Phillips who also announced his departure as his tour 
was up on this mission. It was basically uneventful stuff. Our thoughts were on seeing some 
permanent housing. Finally, it was time to meet Tony and keep our first appointment at 11 am. 
We looked at four places and they got progressively worse. We returned to the first house and 
closed on a month to month rental for 3,000 DM which equates to about 750 DM each or 
$375.00 in U.S. dollars. It was way out of line and they knew it as well as we did but that was the 
going rate in this inflated economy. The non- governmental organizations (NGO’s) have really 
ruined it for us. They paid any amount and didn’t care as they were reimbursed for it by the 
organization. Independent contractors such as us suffered with having to pay this out of pocket 
expense and not get to pass it on to the “NGO.” There are over three hundred NGO’s here 
perpetuating this false economy. To put things in perspective, a schoolteacher makes 300 DM a 
month or $150.00. It is not uncommon to find attorneys driving cabs. The police recruits make 
300 DM and a language assistant makes 1400 DM. It’s really lopsided. This makes the cops 
prone to corruption for sure. 


The WEEFOR ranch had 3 floors; the landlord, his wife, and two sons occupied the first. We 
took the second and third floors. The second floor had one bedroom, kitchen, bath, and living 
room. The rooms were a good size, and each had an electric heater. There were no closets as 
there is no wood to be had to make closets. The landlord promised to provide a washer too. The 
kitchen had an auxiliary wood stove in the event the electric stove was not working which was 
most of the time. The third floor had three bedrooms with a bath a mirror image of the one 
below. The furnishings were nothing to brag about. They were sort of a cross between the 
Salvation Army and Kmart barging basement stuff. 


We finally got settled but the place needed to be stocked with food, etc. and we were just too 
tired. Now that I had permanent residence I had to rush over to OSCE headquarters to return my 
radio. It now was the responsibility of the KPSS to furnish us radios. The next stop, the transit 
house to pack my things for the move in the morning. As I passed through the Iron Gate in front 
of the house I noticed that a light was on in the front room. I didn’t remember leaving any lights 
on. I opened the outer door and went into the vestibule and locked the door behind me. I then put 
the key in the lock of the inner door and it suddenly opened by itself. I think my heart stopped! 
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Three Slovenija soldiers greeted me and they were obviously surprised as I was! As it turns out 
they were also sent to this transit house until they could find permanent housing. They were 
puzzled as well because they saw my black silk underwear hanging in the bathroom and thought 
a woman was living here. We laughed over that one. 


Vojko Kovic, and Sinisa Svitlica and I ended up talking until midnight and drinking a lot of beer 
and Chivas12-year-old scotch in the dark. As usual the power went out. They were very 
interesting to talk with and their mission was to install a microwave dish at the KPSS. Finally, 
we called it quits for the night. I explained I was leaving in the early morning, so we swapped 
business cards; e-mail addresses and went to bed. Damn cold night too! 


February 29, 2000 Tuesday The Driving Test 


Up at the crack of dawn, dressed 
very quickly as there was no heat 
again and waited for the duty driver 
to pick me up. The Slovene soldiers 
were still asleep when I left. At 
headquarters we had our early 
morning news brief and at the same 
time informed that the driver test 
had been postponed due to a major 
accident. We were to return atl PM 
and try again. We all walked over to ~ 7 
the motor pool where we were split 
into groups. There we performed a — , ;, 
basic test drive of a Pajaro. They were all 4-wheel drive standard stick shift vehicles. We had to 
back it into a specific spot and change a tire, etc. This is where the women wanted to show their 
machismo and ended up with egg on the face. 





The two women couldn’t find the jack, etc. and it went downhill from there. The next feat was a 
test in traffic! Each person rotated in the vehicle and drove through some very difficult areas. 
There were places where the distance between vehicles was so close you could barely pass a 
razor blade between them. The city is full of very aggressive drivers and they don’t give an inch. 
Well, I was the last person to drive and said, “No thanks, this is far too dangerous and not worth 
the risk, especially with me being held liable for 20,000 DM!” 


The chances of getting into an accident are extremely high. It is commonplace here to find 
twelve- year-old kids driving stolen cars without a driver license. They are easy to spot, as the 
cars have no license plates. The best part is they have no fear, they think they are invincible. In 
short, I opted not to get an OSCE driver’s license. We had John, our duty driver! 
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NO PARKING 
NDALOHET PARKIMI 


ZABRENJENO PARKIRANJE 


/* 





No Parking 
Buses, Cars and Tanks 


I thought the sign above was quite unique: In Albanian and English of course! 
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March 1, 2000 Wednesday- The Near Miss 


Well, our official location is a 
place called Dragodani, which 
sits high on a hill overlooking 
Pristina. The address is Abdulla 
Shabani No. 1. It’s of little 
value since there are no street 
signs or mail delivery. A duty 
driver told us it was once a ski 
resort area some 30 years ago. It 
is now densely packed with 
multistory homes. Everyone 
refers to the area as Dragadon, 
so we followed suit. 





Our first night in the new place 
and we were frozen potpies. There was no heat all night and it is very cold, which makes it 
difficult to sleep. This morning we had no water, which meant no showers, no cooking, etc. I 
thought to myself, we must be nuts to do this! 


Today is another day scheduled at the KPSS. We did a 
brisk walk down to headquarters via the infamous 
Dragadon steps. Going down is not too bad; it’s the 
return trip up that is a killer. Boy, it’s a stinging cold 
this morning! The WEEFOR made the 7:30 AM 
shuttle with no problem. On the way to the school we 
almost had an accident. For some unknown reason the 
truck in front of our bus just stopped cold! Our driver 
was too close to make a safe stop, so he did a quick 
lane change that cleared us from hitting the truck and 
managed to swerve back in front it before being hit by 
the oncoming tracked vehicle. It was very, very close! 
Naturally, everyone applauded and echoed, “Good 
driver, good driver”. The locals on the bus didn’t seem 
to get it. 


We spent the day in the instructor’s room reviewing 
lesson plans and swapping rumors. The lesson plans 
needed major rewriting as the translations were very 
poor and in many cases the program objectives didn’t 
match the material being taught. Many instructors spent time preparing flip charts, and overheads 
for specific classes. It was a very time-consuming effort. There was a shortage of erasable 
markers, flip chart paper, and just about anything necessary to make teaching easy. 
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However, they did have the ability to do PowerPoint presentations when the electric worked. The 
course materials were very basic and almost trite. There were banks of computers available to 
work on, which were most helpful. 


Before we knew it, we had consumed at least 3 cups of the most awful coffee from the vendor 
on the first floor. He provides a small clear plastic cup, so you can easily burn your hands, with 2 
ounces of Turkish coffee, maybe less with watered down milk, really cheap. I switched to tea. 


We all received official police instructor uniforms today. Not too bad, the pants don’t fit but the 
rest is OK. Two polo shirts, a jacket, socks, hat and other assorted items. 


We got the 5 PM shuttle back to headquarters and sought out Tony and gave him our to-do list 
for the landlord as per our agreement. It is basically a worthless piece of paper totally 
unenforceable but a nice feel a good document for the landlord. After we left Tony we all 
headed to Edi’s café for pizza. Not the best but it is editable and better than anything else I have 
had since we have been here. 


We got a duty driver in 
front of headquarters to 
take us back to the ranch. I 
refer to it as the ranch 
because I will never ever 
refer to it as home. Thus, 
we avoided having to 
climb the Dragadon steps. 


I finally got to take a 
shower and in the middle 
of this letter the lights 
went out! However, I have 
a flashlight at the ready. 
What a way to live. 
Somehow, we cope with 
this place. We got a rumor that we may be off Friday and Saturday. Boy, that would be great, 
and it gives me a chance to get organized, grade my student papers, do the wash and checkout 
some of the rumors such as the PX, etc. plus do some shopping to stock this place. Everything is 
trucked in from Macedonia. 





I noticed the lights go out about 8 PM for about an hour. I wonder if this is consistent. One thing 
sure; washing clothes in cold water is not healthy. There is no such thing as a dryer here. In 
actuality is a rough place to live, if you can call it living. 


We are trying to work out a deal with the lead instructor, Dinesh Thakkar, to get a dedicated 
vehicle for our group. We told him how efficient it would be, etc. 
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The reality is that it would eliminate our dependence on the 7:30 AM shuttle every morning not 
to mention the cold trip down the Dragadon steps. We are also talking to Nigel Starling, his 
deputy, trying to convince both of these Brits that this is such a wonderful idea. 


I also discovered that Brad Smith, Acting Deputy Director and Head of Instruction, is looking for 
some help in curriculum development. I may get tapped to solve the problem then return to core 
instruction. I will just wait and see. Obviously, someone has been reading my resume. 


We have four intensive days of instructor development ahead of us. So, upon completion we will 
be Certified International Law Enforcement Instructors, sounds pretty impressive. 


It’s about 8:20 PM and the lights returned. I need to check my e-mail tomorrow and try to push 
out one to Chris. I read yours this morning and got the confirmation number for MS Office. I 
can’t believe I didn’t take care of that before I left. It now works just fine! I don’t miss that 
haunting message, “you only have x times left to use the program unless you register.” It was 
making me nervous! 


I was surprised to learn that there are people who do this “mission work” as a way of life and 
constantly bounce around all over the world like a Ping-Pong ball. Most are in it for the money 
and will tell you so if asked. So, the tradeoff is your health and safety for money. I prefer my 
comfort; besides I am getting too old for this John Wayne stuff. 


I think the boys all went to bed, as it is so quiet. I guess I will turn in also. I haven’t had a decent 
night’s sleep since I left home. Tomorrow is another full day at the KPSS. I will try out my new 
clothes and see how they fit. See yah Toots. 


March 2, 2000 Thursday- Culture Clash of Neighbors 


Good morning Toots, we are off and running at 6AM and it is super cold as usual. We did the 
Dragadon steps and then climbed the nine flights of stairs at headquarters to get some “English 
breakfast”. The dining room opens at 7 AM and we made sure we were there on time. It 
consisted of 2 fried eggs, beans, sausage and some toast, jam, plus a glass of orange juice and a 
cup of coffee. It’s the only game in town at that hour and it gives you just enough time to finish 
rush down the 9 flights of stairs and catch the 7:30 AM shuttle. We got to headquarter early 
enough to punch out a few e-mails before making the climb to the Mount Everest dining room. 


We made the shuttle with 2 minutes to spare and were off to KPSS under a light rain and arrived 
by 8AM. We didn’t know what to do with ourselves and received no direction. So, we kind of 
hung out then I suggested to Andy we go get permission to sit in on a class and see what it is 
like. We picked a class at random and introduced ourselves to the Canadian instructor named 
Cliff. He welcomed us to sit in on his class on “Human Dignity”. There were very good 
responses from a class of approximately 30 students with ages ranging from 21 to 51. They wore 
chocolate brown uniforms issued to them by one of the OSCE nations. Their caps were tan and 
brown. The students are interactive with the instructors and often invited to their homes for 
dinner. It is contrary to all the popular management styles I have ever encountered. 
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They do this to show their appreciation and are very grateful for the opportunity to have a job. 
They don’t get paid much, 300DM or about $150 per month. There are architects, 
schoolteachers, and just high school graduates in the class. Some even have prior police 
experience. There is no work for them. There are no taxes being collected, etc. They rely totally 
upon the UN to pay the recruits and many other services. 


The instructor told us a very moving story after the class left for lunch about an Albanian woman 
who lived across from the school. They lived next to a Serbian family as neighbors for 20 years. 
Then one day the war broke out and the Serbian neighbor dragged her out of the house by her 
hair while the rest of Serbs destroyed their house. Next, the Serbians dragged her husband and 
brother into the street and began to beat them. Her 13-year-old son chased after his father and put 
3 marbles in his father’s pants pocket, as he wanted to be able to identify him after the Serbians 
got done beating him. They were both dragged off and have not been seen since. The woman 
now works in the administration section for the school in an effort to earn a living. 


This is an incredible place! Time has stood still here, and it appears that the mindset is still one 
of Communist control. Beverly Trumble, a veteran instructor, (Criminal Investigator, Huston, 
PD) told me of a woman she had made friends with was so depressed because she could not 
cross the border to see her grandchildren. The authorities simply told her that because she had no 
records to prove she was Albanian they would not issue a visa. The Serbs destroyed everything, 
school records, home ownership, driver licenses, birth certificates, etc. It is hard to believe that 
these people are so vicious and fighting over nothing of real value. They seem to be practicing 
their own brand of racism here. It was very interesting to hear the student’s definitions of human 
dignity. I quickly realized that the language assistant (LA’s as they are called) was speaking to 
fast in his responses from the students and was not articulate in his speech. “This will be a real 
problem for me,” I said to myself. If they all do that, I guess I will have to train the LA to slow 
down. [had trouble staying awake in the class and Andy caught me falling asleep and brought 
me back to the real world. My internal clock is still on Philadelphia time. 


The WEEFOR gathered at the coffee shop on the first floor and concluded that there was no real 
reason for us to be there and decided to take the noon shuttle back to headquarters. Well, that 
was all except for Dennis who actually had scheduled classes in defensive tactics. We all 
wondered how Dennis, a 62 retired police lieutenant, ended up teaching defensive tactics. Dennis 
was in a quandary as well over that administrative decision. 


Upon our arrival at headquarters, John went to see Gary Costello at the SAIC office to get his 
expense voucher cleaned up. Andy and I went to the only bank in town that just opened there to 
see if we could send U.S. dollars home. This was not an easy task. The bank wanted DM’s that 
they in turn would send to the U.S. bank for conversion for a 1% fee. They didn’t get it. I tried 
again to explain I wanted to send U.S. dollars not DM’s. They couldn’t do that. Finally, the 
banker said it could be done if you were to trade the U.S. dollars on the black market then come 
back and open an account in DM’s and they would make the transfer. Suddenly, a light bulb 
went off! Gary Costello always insisted on U.S. currency when buying U.S. stamps from him. 
So, we promptly went to the SAIC office and asked him whom he was using to exchange the 
money. He told me the name of the man to see at Dora’s and wrote it down on a slip of paper. He 
also cautioned that there is a lot of counterfeit money out there. 
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We were uncomfortable always walking around with so much money all the time and there was 
no place to put it or hide it for that matter and sending it home sounded like a good idea until 
now. We already knew of the bank fraud by the previous president and we were not putting any 
money in there. Now what? We needed to think on it some more. What was everyone else 
doing? 


While still in the office, I got into a bit of a disagreement with Gary over providing original 
receipts for reimbursements. He basically threatened me by telling me he would not approve my 
invoice without original receipts. I calmly explained to him that I had written a letter to the home 
office in Lawton, VA before I left telling them that I would not be supplying originals in the 
event of an IRS audit and I copied him on the letter via e-mail. Further, a 1099 will not reflect 
the differences for reimbursed expenses it will show a lump sum amount and I need a way to 
document the differences that will withstand IRS scrutiny. I don’t plan on paying taxes for 
reimbursed expenses. Gary was insistent and finally I said, “Look, if you are not going to 
approve my invoice then get me a flight home!” I was over tired and had little patience for his 
antics. He was obviously frazzled that I refused to be intimidated by him. He now claimed he 
never got any letter and asked that I write another for him. I told him all he needs to do is e-mail 
the home office and ask the contract administrator for a copy and there would be no need for all 
of this. In the end I wrote him another letter referencing the first letter and Gary approved my 
expense report. I am not off to a good start with Gary that’s for sure. It’s no wonder he is so 
disliked by everyone here. His management style is from the Stone Age. 


Andy and I went shopping for some stationary and a two-hole punch for a grand total of 10 DM. 
We then went to Artie’s supermarket, and spent another 85 DM to stock the ranch with food. We 
were very careful to only buy items that were imported in sealed containers. I noted how cold the 
rain was as we lugged all the groceries back to headquarters. It was about 3 PM when we got a 
duty driver to take us to Dragadon. I told the dispatcher to take us to transit house 9 as it was 
next door to where we lived. Technically, we were on our own for transportation and the KPSS 
are supposed to supply us with a vehicle once you are done with orientation in headquarters. So, 
we fibbed a little. It’s called survival here. There was no way we would ever make it up the 
Dragadon steps in the rain with all this stuff. We did in fact get a ride back to the ranch and I 
immediately set about cooking while we had electric. I made some pasta and sauce and topped it 
off with some wine and garlic bread I did in the oven. Guess what, we finished dinner and the 
power went out! I am writing by flashlight right now. 


John came in and told us he managed to get a vehicle from the KPSS for tomorrow. Wow, the 
Minister of Transportation comes through! It’s a short-term loaner but better than nothing. This 
means we have use of the Pajaro until Monday. We might be able to shop at the PX at Camp 
Bondsteel and possibly convert U.S. dollars to money orders and send them home. 


Here it is 7:30 PM and we are sitting in the dark with nothing to do. We mused over the fact we 
could sleep in a bit longer tomorrow because of John’s good work plus we were off Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday. We really don’t get into the swing of things at KPSS until Monday. 
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If we have electric tomorrow, we will be able to do the wash! I know that isn’t very exciting to 
you but here, its big deal. That means I will get to grade papers for my class too. 


The landlord delivered the washer, drying rack, garbage pail, extra keys and shower curtains. 
However, the TV was still not working correctly but with virtually no electric it was a moot 
point. 


Wow, 7:40 PM and the lights are back on! We rushed to turn on the heaters and I put in a load of 
wash to try out this new-fangled modern European convenience. The washer is the size of a bar 
refrigerator and will only accommodate a cold-water hookup. I better get organized for 
tomorrow. 


I noticed my s/w radio indicated 8:45 PM here and 2:45 PM in Philadelphia. No wonder my 
body is a wreck! Well, Toots, if it weren’t for the guys I live with I probably would have packed 
this place in by now. We have camaraderie, humor, and a positive attitude that keeps us going. I 
made pasta and sauce from scratch, not bad but not as good as home. The ingredients all have a 
different taste here. Everything tastes different. 


I finished my first role of film. I am behind on my picture taking. The radio does get some rock 
stations from somewhere and it’s not bad. However, the music time slots are kind of short. The 
laptop is working fine now, Amen! This was probably the best thing I ever did by bringing the 
laptop along. I did manage to get an e-mail off to Chris this morning. I really need to write 
something in general about this place off-line and send mass e-mail to everyone. I hope I can 
exchange U.S. dollars at the PX tomorrow. I am going to call it quits for tonight. Hopefully, we 
will get a decent night’s sleep now that we have heat. 


March 3, 2000 Friday — Vushtri Postmaster 


We all somehow got our wash done this morning and made our way to the PX at KFOR in Film 
City. They call it Film City because the area was the site of a film studio before the war. Guess 
what, they would not exchange the U.S. dollars for DM’s and they don’t do money orders. 
However, we did some shopping for some basic household items like a coffeepot, toaster, etc. 


Brad Smith told an interesting story today about an 18-year-old Albanian boy who was murdered 
by having his throat cut in public by a Serbian. This act was documented in the local paper 
complete with photographs. They enjoy doing these things in public and take pictures for 
souvenirs. The Serbian was the local postmaster in Vushtri for 20 years. This is the same village 
where the KPSS is located. Needless to say, he is now wanted for war crimes and is supposedly 
hiding somewhere in Mitrovica in a Serbian stronghold on north side of the bridge. I will try to 
catch up with Brad and take a picture of the newspaper where this appeared. This happened this 
month! Nice welcome, huh? 


I made chili for the troops tonight. It was Hormel out of the can with some doctoring to improve 
the taste. It wasn’t bad either and there is none left so that’s a good sign. Hormel came from the 
PX obviously. I should have gotten more of it. 
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I am still having difficulty-converting money in an all cash society that deals only in DM’s. Not 
having a banking system makes it is very difficult. The last resort is to go to Skopje across the 
border in Macedonia and find a bank there. It will have to wait until next week, so we can 
schedule the use of a vehicle to do this trip. The TV is terrible, so Iam going to bed early besides 
I am really very tired, and my respiratory problem is getting worse. 


March 4, 2000 Saturday — Bathroom Disaster 


You’re not going to believe this, but Iam up at 4 AM, which means 10 AM, your time. My 
internal clock is playing hell on my body. So, what does one do at 4 AM, grade papers of course? 
The boys were up at around 6 AM making breakfast and taking showers. Yes, we had power! 


I was taking a shower when suddenly the water went “hot” and started burning my left shoulder. 
It was like a hot poker rippling down the right side of my body. In my haste to exit the tub I 
made the mistake of using the tile wall for support. My wet hands slid across the tile wall like hot 
butter. I grabbed the plastic PVC pipe on the wall to stop my decent, but it broke loose from the 
fittings and I landed on the floor. The PVC was connected to the gravity tank for the toilet and 
there was gushing water everywhere. All this happened in a matter of seconds. Probably the only 
reason I didn’t drown was the fact there was a floor drain in the bathroom. I got a pretty bad 
burn! The boys came to my rescue and I got some stuff out of your first aid kit and it saved the 
day. Boy, you thought of everything didn’t you? I tried to repair the damage in the bathroom but 
to no avail. Since the landlord was out of town I tried to explain what happened to a cousin. She 
didn’t understand me or didn’t want too. Her body language indicated the latter. She really didn’t 
want to be bothered came across loud and clear. 


Herb came for a visit this morning. He had coffee with us and picked up the extra uniforms that 
didn’t fit us. I can’t believe he is living by himself in such a dangerous neighborhood. It is a 
Serbian apartment complex now occupied by Albanians, which is the right mix for an explosion. 
He is obviously a loner and very Marine! He is also very proud to have been a Maine State 
Trooper as well. Bottom-line, if the balloon goes up around here, this is the guy you want to be 
in the foxhole with for sure! 


Finally, we pushed off to headquarters in an effort to gather intelligence and find out more about 
cell phones. The word is that ALCOTEL will be supplying the new roaming chips for the phones 
here around March the 8". I hope that’s true. 


The weather is around 40 degrees today; however, this produces a royal stench from the 
percolating garbage. There is no trash pickup. 


While we were headed down the street toward headquarters we stopped to talk to an Army 
Major, Anthony Sherman, who as it happens, is from Philadelphia. He is in the reserves and 
works for Moor Publications in Springhouse not far from where we live. Talk about a small 
world and getting smaller, this is it! We exchanged pleasantries, business cards and e-mail 
addresses and continued our journey to headquarters. 
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Dennis and I went to the cell phone store to find out what we could about ALCOTEL and as we 
exited the store to rejoin John at headquarters, a woman approached us in her late 40’s who 
asked where we were from. She recognized us as “newbies”. We told her in brief where we were 
from and what we were doing here. It turns out she is a New Yorker from Manhattan. Her name 
is Victoria Schultz and is working in the media department at the UNMIK headquarters in 
Pristina. She told us of another cell phone store where we might be able to get the new chips and 
a better price on the phone. Well, this is another e-mail address to my collection. It was very 
close by and we went to check it out. His price was better on the phones, but no chips were 
available yet. We moved on. 


We made it to headquarters and got on the Internet and I sent the graded papers to my students 
back home. They are off to a poor start, but I think they will improve over time once they get the 
hang of how to do research papers properly. 


We got lucky while at headquarters, John Coyne found someone from OSCE that set us up to 
make phone calls home. It was a shame that Andy wasn’t there to take advantage of this golden 
opportunity. I almost didn’t call because I thought you would be at work, which means never at 
your desk. Then I remembered it was Saturday. The lack of sleep makes everything a blur. 


We finished our shopping at Arti’s supermarket, which sits in front of the burned-out sports 
arena. The sports arena burned for three weeks, as there is no fire department. They just roped 
off the area to keep 
the traffic out and 
let it burn itself 
out. We got a cab 
back to the ranch 
in Dragadon for a 
mere five Marks 
for the both of us. 


I was surprised to 
find that Andy had 
fixed the plumbing 
problem. Nothing 
like a good flush! 
The bonus was the 
power returned but 
for how long was 
the real question? 





Your e-mail really made my day today with the NOVA acceptance. I will keep the lid on it for 
now. I am sure glad Chris finished his EMT certification! I hope he gets the job at Einstein, as 
the experience will do him good. That emergency room is very busy being in the heart of the 
knife and gun club. 
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We lost the power again so it’s time to crank up the wood stove for dinner. John has a knack 
with the stove. I cooked up franks and beans. It was quick and easy not to mention tasty. It was 
franks out of a can of course, not too bad. I got a lot of hazing about wearing my miner’s light 
while doing the cooking, but the truth is its perfect thing, as you can cook with both hands free 
and the light is always where your looking. Next time you see Alice, thank her for the miner’s 
light, it’s perfect for cooking! The boys are actually impressed with the light. Dennis so much so 
he had to take a photo of me wearing it. 


After dinner it was war stories! As for me I went in the war room (living room) for a nap. Iam 
absolutely exhausted from lack of sleep. I can’t seem to adjust to this new time zone. Six hours 
difference is a killer! At least I am not sick from the food here. However, I have developed a 
runny nose and a cough from all the air pollution. I woke up at 8 PM and decided to jot down 
this stuff you have been reading. I think tomorrow I will compose a general e-mail to broadcast 
to family and friends. I am still kind of tired. Sunday should be a lazy day as there is nothing 
planned. The fact of the matter is there is nothing to do here. There is no movie theater or 
museums, not even a pool hall. The national pastime is sipping Turkish coffee in the café’s all 
morning and reading the paper. This is a sure sign of unemployment. However, soccer is a big 
sporting event here and they still play in the burned-out sports arena. 


All there is are bombed out buildings and mountains of trash everywhere with white plastic bags 
that litter the countryside like wild poppies. Jim Booth refers to them as the national flower. 


It’s now 9:40 PM and my laptop is still humming! I think the boys went to bed because it is so 
quiet. The power returned, and I was able to finish my wash. Amen! I will call it a night and go 
to bed too. I will load up on medications to control this respiratory problem. 


March 5, 2000 Sunday- Real Justice 


I woke up at 5:50 AM to go to the bathroom. My throat is so dry, and my nasal passages are 
inflamed from all the dirt and pollution in the air. I didn’t get much real sleep. I noticed that all 
of us seem to be suffering with the same problem. 


We have lights and heat this morning along with a 2- inch coating of snow on the ground. Andy 
is up too. At least my room is warm this morning. I think I will put a can of water on the heater 
to get some moisture back in the air. I sleep in my sleeping bag all the time. It’s very cozy! I 
never used any of the landlord’s blankets or sheets, etc. It’s just my preference. 


I wear Alice’s Big Dog shirt to bed. It’s perfect for sleeping or just lounging around and even 
better while I write. I just noticed my OSCE ID card 697 had an expiration date of August 22, 
2000. I haven’t figured that one out yet. 


The WEEFOR will want a decent breakfast this morning so as “High Commissioner of Culinary 
Art” I better come with something. I made coffee and never got to make a complete breakfast 
because the lights went out at 7:10 AM! We were on our second cup and continued our 
conversation when Andy started to discuss the topic of “Real Justice”. 
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It was a program for keeping juveniles out of the criminal justice system and was first 
implemented in Bethlehem, PA by Ted Wachtel. The father of “Real Justice” is Terry 
O’Connell, from Australia. The concept relied on shaming; however, it was designated as 
“reintegration” to avoid opposition by the psychological community. Psychologists deemed it as 
negative and a cause for violent behavior in juveniles. Andy pointed out that there are both 
positive and negative shaming processes. Andy had implemented a similar program called 
“conferencing” that had a very high rate of success in Anoka, Minnesota. He told me it has been 
used in schools and prisons as well. He gave me Ted Wachtels' book to read on the subject that 
detailed the program and documented success stories. This deserves follow up! I told Andy that 
one of the courses I teach at the college is Criminology, which discusses many of the theories, 
programs and causation of crime, etc. The only one that seemed to have an impact was the 
shaming concept, but I attributed it to the cultural makeup of the Japanese. I told Andy there was 
some media attention given to a judge in Texas using it in courtroom sentencing, and a Boston 
Police Chief publishing the names of offenders in the newspapers. There were very mixed 
reactions by the public. I have it on video at home from 60 Minutes. I use it in the classroom. I 
believe this requires a formal study before making any hard judgments about the use of shaming 
programs. 


In short, today was a real lazy do-nothing day, I never left the ranch. The power returned, and I 
finally made scrambled eggs, coffee and toast around 10 AM for the troops. I decided to start 
grading more papers and worked on composing a general e-mail to send to everyone. The power 
was off and on several times during the day. It is really annoying! We used the wood stove to 
cook and stay warm while huddled in the kitchen. Lunch was grilled cheese and tomato 
sandwiches. Dinner was by candle light, not by choice, with cheese, crackers and a nice bottle of 
wine. It was the best we could do to improve a miserable situation. We are all getting 
progressively worse with runny noses and coughing from all the dirt and pollution we were 
exposed to in town yesterday. 


It’s about 9:45 PM and no word from Herb Cram today. He is very much a loner. Obviously, we 
can’t call him. I was hoping he would stop by for coffee, so we would know he was OK. I wish 
he would give some thought to moving in with us. We could convert the War Room (living 
room) to a bedroom very easily. I need to run this idea by the rest of the boys. I finished grading 
papers and the general e-mail on disk. It’s time for the short-wave radio. They are still teasing 
me about my miner’s light. It really is great! I listened to Voice of America while making 
sandwiches for tomorrow’s lunch. Instructor development classes start tomorrow at KPSS. We 
are all very anxious. I will call it a day! 


March 6, 2000 Monday - Instructor Development Classes Begin 


Once again, | am up at 5 AM this morning. We all headed out toward the OCSE headquarters 
building early to get out a few e-mails before catching the shuttle bus to KPSS. 


The instructor development classes are very good. They provided this course, because many 
“instructors” are from foreign countries who never taught before. They are simple assigned by 
their government to come to Kosovo. 
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Also, one needed training in how to work with the language assistants. That was a difficult task 
for most in the beginning. It just takes practice. 


One interesting item came up during class. It seems that the recruits don’t know that cheating is 
not acceptable during testing. Their psychology is that everything has a right answer and it is just 
a matter of obtaining it anyway you can. 


The instructor made a point of telling us how dangerous it was for the recruits being here and 
that some drop out because their families are threatened. 


It was peanut butter and jelly for lunch today thanks to the Norwegian PX. The classes wore on 
and for most of the Americans it was just a rehash of what they already knew and have been 
practicing for years. It was refreshing as far as I was concerned. We made it fun and got to be a 
bit creative in 
developing fun 
lesson plans and 
implementing them 
for the rest of the 
class. Some were 
extremely funny. 


Before we knew it 
3 PM rolled around 
and we headed 
back on the shuttle 
to Pristina. At the 
ranch, I made 
Chinese food 
(sweet and sour) 
with rice for 
dinner. Yes, out of 
a can. 

I then went on to make tuna for lunches for tomorrow. Everyone at the school was a bit envious 
that we came with lunch’s every day. It was just a benefit of being a WEEFOR member. We are 
beginning to make a name for ourselves. Well, we had power tonight, so off to the shower! We 
pretty much called it a day. 
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March 7, 2000 Tuesday — Rilindja Photos 


Today was the same routine as 
yesterday the only difference 
was John was up first to make 
the coffee (Panther Piss). At the 
school I was able to track down 
Brad Smith and get the original 
newspaper dated March 2, 2000, 
it is called the Rilindja, which 
means renaissance in English. 
The paper had color photos of 
the former postmaster from 
Vushtri (Vuccitri) cutting the 
throat of an Albanian teenager. I 
will return the paper and get a 
copy of the translation in 
English first thing tomorrow. 
The word is that the former 
Postmaster is still on the north 
side of Mitrovica, which is 
Serbian dominated. It is a very 
hostile area at the moment. I 
think I will have to quit writing 
by flashlight it’s too tough. It is 
even harder in the cold. 


Tomorrow some short 
presentations are scheduled in 
the instructor development 
class. We had to buy some 
erasable markers for the class, as supplies are very limited. 





They have no flip chart paper left and PowerPoint is only good if there is electric. So, everyone 
is afraid to use it. Overheads are non-existent, and the copy machine doesn’t work for the most 
part. 


I did get all my e-mails out this morning. Working off-line on the laptop is a big advantage. The 
good news is my nose is a tad better today! You can’t imagine what it is like being overtired, 
sick and cold all at the same time! What a combination! 
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March 8, 2000 Wednesday — General Observations 


Well, Iam up at 5 AM again. I just want to jot down some general observations before heading 
to the coffeepot. For instance, quite a few Albanians can speak English and use it when they 
choose to. They tell me they learn from watching westerns on television with sub titles. They 
seem to have adopted an attitude of “let the international community do it”. They appear to be 
accustomed to having government do everything for them. I guess it comes from being 
dominated by the communists for so long. I am really not here long enough to make such a 
general sweeping statement. It’s just my first blush reaction. I do plan to remain very observant 
and ask lots of questions while I am here to get a better sense of the people and their culture. 
Voice of America is on and the news is that there are more acts of violence in Mitrovica today. 
George W. Bush is out in front in the presidential election campaign and John McCain is not 
going down easy as Bush takes New York State. 


It is interesting to note that the language assistants (LA) prefer to interpret for the Americans 
rather than the Brits as they say it is difficult for them to understand them. The LA’s say the 
French are the most difficult to understand. 


I was observing the handcuffing technique being taught yesterday and it was very obvious that 
the recruits are having difficulty with perfecting a smooth approach. There are also variations 
between instructors adding to the confusion. 


Then there is the political aspect to the entire process. Instructors are encouraged not to fail 
anyone. Those with real difficulty should be referred to Student Development for help where the 
standards are relaxed while they are given additional instruction. One has to really be bad to fail 
the course. 


In some instances, background checks indicate a less than desirable candidate after they are 
already in the school. It is very difficult to do background checks when there are no official 
records. Everything in the way of vital documentation has been destroyed by the Serbians during 
their departure from the province. 


They rely on interviews of neighbors and friends who pretty much all say the same thing, “Oh 
yes, very polite, quiet individual, no trouble, and good person.” 


It has happened where two students, one Albanian and the other Serbian, would meet in the 
school and one would recognize the other; “you killed my brother”! Need I say more? 


The age range is all over the place (21 — 58) and some were former Kosovo Liberation Army 
(KLA) with police experience, others are starting from square one. | better get dressed; no 
electric means no water again this morning. 
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I got a lot of this information from Sandra Higgs (Sandy). She is a retired Sheriff from Fairfax 
County, VA. Her first 6 months here she did background investigations on candidates for the 
school. I noted her comments, as they were interesting. She said, “They have a very narrow 
frame of reference.” Sandy would ask, ““What are good characteristics of a police officer?” Their 
response was, “He is very nice person, very quiet. “Sandy attributes it to the communist rule that 
she feels has obliterated any kind of thought process that they can relate to. 


All of us in the WEEFOR have concluded, maybe prematurely, that the Albanians have no work 
ethic and are inefficient in their use of time and lack organization. They are so use to the 
government doing everything for them that they can’t comprehend doing anything for 
themselves. They assume the multinationals will build the roads, bridges, etc. They seem afraid 
to take control of the process, maybe because they don’t know how. 


Sandy also warned us about the sulfur from the coal fired electric plants. There is very fine 
brown soot on everything, including your lungs! Many have had severe respiratory problems and 
had to be sent home. Another comforting thought. 


Sandy warned us about the meat here. She said never eat any meat here, especially in the 
summer. We were already extremely cautious when it came to the food. 


Damn, the still camera died today, and I don’t know why. 


The Instructor Development class is moving along well today. We are now into giving 20-minute 
presentations using LA’s. Some are very funny. We are all having a terrible time understanding 
the French. One LA repeated the French instructor’s sentence in English instead of Serbian and 
that brought the house down. We all enjoyed the humorous presentations. A video camera would 
have been really great to have for this class. 


It’s 8 PM and we lost power again, but I managed to cook dinner and take a shower first! Iam 
working on my presentation using my laptop and it’s just humming along on battery power. 


Well it’s now 10:10 PM and I plan to call it quits. I am as ready as I am ever going to be I guess. 
I did hear that one recruit was dropped today after failing the firearms test 3 times. 


It’s now 10:40 PM, still no lights! One thing that is very obvious is the fact that the school is a 
self-serving political entity of the UN and OSCE. We were told we could get copies of the tests 
and should use them to prepare the recruits for the exams. In short, give them the answers to the 
test. They don’t want to fail anyone here! 

All of us are up in arms over it and plan to make an issue of it. 1 am hoping they are using old 
test questions and not the ones that will be for current exams. It is easy to misinterpret things 
around here. A clarification is in order. I am off to bed! 
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March 9, 2000 Thursday — PowerPoint Presentation 


I am up at 4 AM to finish my second presentation in PowerPoint on how to use the Internet, 
attach and send files. This was a topic of great interest and I was getting questions on it all the 
time, which prompted me to do a formal presentation with an instruction sheet as a handout. 
Graphic presentations are always popular, and most people retain more visual information than 
written information. 


It was a repeat routine of yesterday. We would have to rush down to headquarters and grab a fast 
breakfast on the 9" floor and jump on the 7:30 AM shuttle to the school. 


My presentation went well. Glen Sapp easily identified as a Floridian as he was the only one 
with a marvelous tan in the middle of winter here critiqued me. 


By the end of the day everyone was pretty well exhausted from all the presentations. Creativity 
and humor were prevalent with most of the presentations. 


Well, it was 6:30 PM by the time we returned to Pristina and we all decided to treat ourselves to 
dinner at Edi’s just a few doors down from headquarters. After dinner we went to a meeting next 
door at Dora’s where we met the Vice President of SAIC, Jeffery Taylor. He gave us a 
propaganda welcome and pressed the flesh like a true politician and left us to pay for our own 
beer. I can’t believe how cheap this company is. I hope he doesn’t invite me to any more big 
splurges. Well, we did our cameo appearance and left after one beer. 


We arrived at the ranch about 9 PM and as usual, no lights! Boy, I am so tired I could sleep on 
nails and that warm beer didn’t help. I still have one students’ homework assignment left to 
grade. Not tonight, I have had it! 


John did it again! We got a Pajaro for the weekend! However, we plan to take care of a few 
things before leaving for Skopje across the border in Macedonia on Saturday. We are all in need 
of a haircuts. I plan to get a cell phone, do some food shopping and more wash before we go. We 
get back from the school after six on most days and don’t have time to do a lot of things. Damn, I 
hate writing in the dark, but it keeps my mine off the cold. There is absolutely nothing to do here 
at night! I think I will quit, lie in bed and listen to the S/W radio. I better make a “to do” list for 
myself. Gary offered to provide me the upgrade to new anti-virus software. I better go to sleep 
before I just go bonkers. 


See you later Toots. 


Love, Jay 
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March 10, 2000 Friday - The Rilindja English Translation 


I can’t sleep stomach problems. It is 3 AM! The dinner last night at Amadeus did me in. Fried 
food, mistake! Well, at least there is power this morning. It is still dark and very still. Usually, 
there is dogs barking and fighting in the garbage all night. There are packs of wild dogs here and 
will attack if given the opportunity. KFOR shoots them periodically. I have noticed that the past 
few days have been warmer than previous days. We don’t have to dress like Eskimos during the 
day or at night to sleep. It is a welcome relief. Another fact don’t park your vehicle anyplace too 
long. If it appears to be abandoned, the KFOR assume it to be a booby trap and just blow it up! 
This is really a wonderful vacation spot! 


I had some interesting experiences yesterday. Although we did not get today off, we still got a 
vehicle for use over the weekend, a Pajaro by Mitsubishi. It is 4-wheel drive SUV that is rugged 
as hell. It is equipped with GPS and a radio transmitter. It is painted white like the rest of the 
non-governmental agencies (NGO’s) around here. All the international vehicles are white and 
have the organization name painted on them. So, we have OSCE in black on an all-white vehicle 
plate number 238. John is the duty driver. I made friends with our Senior Team Leader, Nigel 
Sterling, from the UK and he was able to cut one vehicle loose for us. There are more people 
than vehicles these days. I asked John to pick it up at noon. He was delighted! 


The police school is ramping up for 500 a week in recruits. We are part of a new complement of 
instructors (about 30) from all over the globe, mostly US, UK and France. There are about 15 
Americans out of the 30-member compliment. It is very obvious that the train is moving faster 
than the resources can be applied. Instructors are in short supply. 


I learned from some of the other veteran instructors who have been here for over six months that 
their lungs were a mess. When they went home on leave complaining of respiratory problems 
and got x-rays. The doctors wanted to know what they were smoking. Most did not smoke at all. 
The problem is the power plant here uses a very low-grade coal and spews out high amounts of 
sulfur. When it works it is deleterious to one’s health. When it’s not working means no heat, 
light, water, etc. This is a classic lose, lose situation. 


By now we were getting pretty limber at scampering up and down the Dragadon steps and the 9 
floors at headquarters for breakfast. We were off again at the crack of dawn and made the 7:30 
AM shuttle as usual. 


I taught a class for those who wanted to learn how to use PowerPoint. There were lots of good 
questions and I gave them some demos on the advanced features and functions since most had 
the basic knowledge. Well, class was over around noon and John showed up with keys in hand 
for Pajaro #238! John took Andy and me to headquarters and he went to the PX on the hill in 
Film City. Dennis had to teach until 5 PM but John said he would go pick him up later. He really 
is taking this duty driver job seriously. He loves to drive. 
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At headquarters I got the newspaper translation scanned and the photographs. I had my eye on 
this scanner I saw on the first floor in the security office for a few days now. I went over to the 
desk where the unit was sitting and spoke to the young clerk at the desk. 

I asked if he would do me a favor and scan the materials that I had. The photographs startled 
him. He said, “If the French saw these they would say it was staged.” He obviously did not like 
the French. He then went on to say, “It’s only the Americans, Brits and the Germans that are 
doing anything here. The rest are all phony.” He said he had other photos he would send me via 
e-mail that were worse than these. He didn’t tell me his name, nor did I share mine with him for 
self-protection. I just called him scan man. Later he told me his name was Genic Trosi. 


Here is the English translation unedited from the Rilinja, which means RENNIASIANCE. I only 
added the date and the English translation for the name of the paper. Everything else is intact. 








“PAS BOTIMIT TE FOTOGRAFISE PER KRINE 














Rilindja 
Krimineli serb quhet 
Gorolub Paunovig 
Ky ishte punétor i PTT-sé né Vushtrri, kurse déshmitarét tregojné se 
ishte pjesémarrés edhe i krimit né familjen e Hamdi Uglarit (Shallcéve) 
__,__,.Vushtrri, 2 mars krimit té shkaktuar né famil- 
rimineli serb, gé shihet jen e Hamdi Uslarit (Shall- 
ra fotografiné e dje- céve), kur né ményrén mé 
sshme te | botuar né mizore u plackitén dhe u 
gazetén toné “Rilindja”, ¢ ku vrané dy anétaré té késaj 
ai shihet duke ekzekutuar familje. Dhe, veté fakti, se ai 
shqiptarin e ri pa giyq, quhet krenohet me njé vepér té béré 
Gorulub (Sllavujko) Paunovig, duke preré né fyt njé té ri 
i lindur mé 1969 né Vushtrri. dhe “poza” e tij éshté pér té 
Ishte ky njéri nga 12 krim- déshmuar veprén e béré, tre- 
inelét serbé té punésuar né gon se rasti i tij kérkon njé 
PTT-né e Vushtrrisé, pér té angazhim mé té madh té 
cilét dihet se ishin pjesémarrés organeve té ndjekjes ndér- 
té shumé krimeve né Vushtrri kombétare pér ta ulur né 
dhe né mbaré Kosovén. ae bankén e té akuzuarve né 
_ Pér kriminelin, gé shihet Krimineli serb Gorolub Paunoviq Gjyqin e Hagés. S’do mend 
“ [pea subonient Hagés pér veprat e béra mbi déshmité dhe provat materi- 
“~ ee! mi té shumta, ndaj popullin shqiptaré. Eshté ale pér té nuk mungojné, ato 
nu “ie “ Lad uhabitur nése shumé e vérteté, se né majine ekzistojné. 
ai akuzohet edhe né Gjyqin e yjetém ishte pjesémarrés i Sh. POPOVA | 
(RENNIASIANCE) 2 March 2,000 (Local Pristina Newspaper) 


Criminals are known by name and surname 


Indictment is also in front of our Tribunals 


Authorized expert of Tribunal Hague, 
abduction of 2.108 corps. 


Madhe and Krush te Vogel. 





WEEFOR 


they exanimate and did 
Serb killers to hide their trails, 
they covered corps with hay and burned the corps in Krush te 


We have about 10 photos of ethnic genocide crimes, by cold arms 
and other things that they did crime. 








Bajram Krasnigqi islawyer from Prishtina. He was head of 
Commission in Permanent Government of Kosova for war crime 
investigation and missing persons. We have a discussion with him 
about the results in his work on gathering and brighten of 
proves for genocide crimes and missing persons during the war in 
Kosova. 








It's known that police force military and paramilitary during 
the war in Kosova killed children's, women's and old people. 





How many proves you have collected for the crimes that they have 
committed? 


Even for man's mind is hard to define all the barbarian crimes 
that the police, military forces have done against civil 
population during the war in Kosova. They didn't choose the 
victims; they killed children, women, and old people. They 
killed people brutaly using methods of Middle Ages. And to 
remained you that the civil arbitrary murders during the war are 
crime against Humanity, violation of law and international war 
convention. 














I want to mention that this is penalty in article 5 Status of 
Hague Tribunal and article 3 of Convention of Geneva, for 
prevention and penalty of genocide crime. 








We can't tell precise number that how many people are killed 
because still we are discovering massive graves. But, that we 
can tell is that professional director Maria Farglevaog 
Warsinski has recorded a tape in length from 300 hours, with 
trace of crime in Kosova. This movie is showed in form of 
documentary film and it will be played soon. He said that she 
brought here experience also from a task, which she did during 
the war in Bosnia Herzegovina. 




















Serb criminals tried to hide crime trace. With which 
difficulties you were in confrontation on field? 








Hiding traces and proves of committed crimes, were objectives of 
Serb forces. It's determination in indictment in Tribunal of 
Hague against Serb leaders, Serb forces after they separated 
mates from females and children in Krushe te Madhe and send them 
in a house that was abandoned. When they resolute in that house 
they started to open fair on them. Then the police covered corps 
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with hay and burned the bodies to hide crime traces. Same cases 
are all around the Kosova. But, one big useful material is huge 
number of photos that we collected on field. Around 5.000 photos 
are collected till now by Center Commission that I am in charge 
of it, says Krasnigqi, and also the mentioned number by Community 
Commission. Even without masks in face we can recognize 
criminals committing crimes, or they token a picture together 
with victim, they use them as troph of war. Citizens, especially 
they who had luck to survive P-ive biia contribution for 
identification of criminals. 


























Because of their contribution, we have names, surnames and 
photos of most criminals involved in committing genocide and 
ethnic crimes in Kosova. 














While, is very important to assess confirmation of witnesses in 
brighten of crimes. Till now are deposited by commission over 

2.500 statements from witnesses who have seen the crime with 

their eyes, or they that immortalize Serb tortures. For example, 
on 26 March 1999, in the evening, Serb criminals entered in one 
house in street called "YMER GREZDA" in Gjakova. They separated 
males from their families and ordered to go upstairs and killed 
six Albanian males. We have lots of similar cases when the males 
were executed in eyes of their families without judgment during 
the displace and expulsion with force of Albanian population. 


























How many mass graves are discovered till now in Kosova? 


Till 31 December 1999 are discovered 550 mass graves. But this 
is not the final 

number because of big number of missing persons and the unfound 
mass graves. Is there any abduction or examination done on 
Corps? 


In this tragedy, arrival of investigators for war crimes from 
Tribunal of Hague was very important moment for us. They did 
abduction on 2.1-08 body's and till now they registered 529 mass 
graves. Investigators from Tribunal have authorized number of 
experts from different countries: France, Canada, Belgium, 
Spain, Finland, they have experience for abduction and 
examination of body's, with objective to determinate causes of 
death and identification of victims. 




















Do you have the precise number of victims in Kosova? 





One exact registration of population will tell precise number of 
dead persons in Kosova. The information's that we have tilled 
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now tells that in Kosova during the war are killed around 10.000 
Albanians admit Krasnigqi and, he adds that they were executed 
without judgment individually or collective, with tortures and 
genocide crime methods, slaughter way by knife, killing them 
with iron sticks or burning them alive. I also have to say this 
that occupier with pathological hate tried to exterminate all 
population. That this is like that, says Krasniqi, fact proof 
that he killed children, babies, pregnant womens, male till 94 
years old. To illustrate this, he mentation case of Arbria 
(Gllogove-Commune) when on 26 September 1998, in own house is 
burned old man 94 years old, cold Fazli Delia, then 51 persons 
of two gender in Pokiek ti@ Vjet@r, which rae 23 children of 
both genders. In Kralan in Gjakova are executed and massacred I 
00 male without judgment. The bodies were spranged with speciall 
oil (OLIO) and were burned. In sceen of crime we found oniz 
bones, as a proof for crime etc. 


























How many persons are considered as missing in Kosova? 


Number of missing persons it's not permanent. He says, according 
to our information the number is over 4000 missing persons, but 
the submitting new cases may extend the list. It's very worried 
case, around 1000 children and babies both gender which was 
taken from Gynecology Section and Orphanage and send them in 
Serbia, when the Serb forces were pulling back from Kosova. 











We supose that the children may be object of experimet and 
abusied in Serb tabs says Krasniqi. 


In the Serbs prisons today are 2000 albanian, which are kidnaped 
during the war and they use them as hostage. They are from 
different ages, both genders. Some of pregnant women which was 
kidnaped, and which are on prison, they deliver on prison and we 
don't now nothing for their destiny, says he. 








How you asses confirmation of one expert that there is no 
genocid in Kosova? 


According to article 2 of Convect for stopping and punishing 
genocide crimes from general assamble of UN in Geneva 1948, like 
genocide crime are consideret: every committed crime with 
attention of entire clanssing or part of one nationality, 
ethinic group, race, or religion society. 
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According to this Convect says Krasniqi, I classificate them in 
some groups: 





I. Force expulsions of Albanians from their job (with 
policeforce were explused 130.000 employers). 





2. Sistematic represation 


3. Massive murders, including here raping against Albanian 
females. 





4. Force expulsions and massive diportion of Albanians from 
their regions. Acccording to UN, till the middle of Octobre year 
1998, over 298.000 persons (I 5%) of population) were displaced 
inside Kosova, but according to Republic Council for Emergency 
og Kosova number of displaced was over 500.000 persons. 





5. From beginning of NATO airstrakes were displayed with force 
over 1.300.000 persons wich is more than a half of population. 





6. Creation of concentration camps and camps for utilization of 
Albanian for fisical works (munition factory Gilogove and 
factory Feronikli-Gllogovc, prisson Smreekovnica in Vushtrri, 
prisson Dubrava - Istog, prisson in Mitrovica etc.). 











7. Using of prissoners like shield in military police facilites 
during the NATO bombarding. In prisson of Dubrava Serb forces 
has killed 130 Albanian prissoners and injured hundred of others 
and blamed NATO that they were killed by bombardments of this 
facility during air st 








trake. 





8. After their operations Serb forces searched house to house, 
robbed and burned property of Albanian. In border points, cars 
were conficated and during their trip the money was taken from 
them. Around 1200 residences were damaged, around 150.000 
facilites were today destroyed around Kosova including here 
mosks. For all of this we have relevant evidence, then it's 
clear that Serb forces committed crime against humanity, 
violation of lows, and war lows, committing ethnic genocide, 
with premise of hollocaust against Albanian civil population sad 
in the end Krasniqi. 
































Familys have rebured many bodies without examination and 
abduction 





After the end of war, many familys of victims from their pain 
and suffer for losting of the loves ones, they tooked the bodies 
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for rebured on familys graves, even againstwamings that they 
have to wait the abduction by experts of forensic. 


Commission will work till the end of Mission? 





Commission for investigation of war- crimes and missing persons 
was established with decission of permanent government of Kosova 
he has mandate to act till the end of his mission around 
collection of evidence for committed crimes in Kosova during the 
war and for missing persons. 














NAME OF SERB CRIMINAL IS GOROLUB PAUNOVIC 








He was employer at Post Telecom in Vushtri, weetneses are 
telling that he was involvde on crime at family of HAMDI UGLARI 
(Shalleeve). 

He was borne 1969 in Vushtri. He is one of 12 Serb criminals, 
which are none as criminals who were involved in many crimes in 
Vushtri, and other parts of KOSOVA. For criminal who is on 
picture, citizens of town Vushtri have many facts, so it may be 
possible that he one day will be in Tribunal of Hague for he's 
criminal actions against Albanian people. Also, is true that, in 
May last year he was participant of crime done at family of 
HAMDI UGLARI, where brutally were robbed and two members of 
family were killed. And, the fact is, that he is proud of his 
taken actions, and that was showed on picture with knife on 
throat on young boy, and that picture is prove for his actions, 
his case needs to be solved by international competent organs to 
set him on court. We have proved and true evidence for his 
actions. 



























































As you can see the English translation is not the best but readable. I think it is more authentic 
without corrections. 


I was now off to find a cell phone store. Foiled once again by new rules! SIMM chips are sold at 
the post office and are absolutely necessary for cell phone usage. I later ran into the scan man on 
the street that afternoon, who informed me that the post office was out of the chips; however, he 
would get me one on Monday. I thought that was pretty nice of him. He also mentioned that he 
was going to a trade show in New York in two weeks. Apparently, his father is well connected 
and had been invited to the Whitehouse. He is also licensed to broadcast on Voice of America 
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(VOA) and the BBC plus he has contacts in the New York Times. I began to wonder about how 
much of this was true. 


I continued my to-do list with the next item being a pit stop to SAIC. Gary was very 
unaccommodating as usual. Gary basically blew me off and I let it go. He is a talker and does 
nothing. His concern is Gary! I decided to forget about dealing with him and just keep my 
distance as I have him pegged as a very self-centered individual and not to be counted upon for 
anything, especially if the balloon goes up around here. It seems that I am not alone in my 
conclusions as I hear others who talk about Gary in a very negative way. Not my problem. I 
decided not to pursue getting the anti-virus upgrade from Gary; it wasn’t worth it. TJ will take 
care of it and that will be the end of the story. 


The WEEFOR have our own evacuation plan. OSCE has never disclosed one and many of us 
have asked. They are very elusive on the subject. We have had weeks of orientation and never a 
word on what to do if we have to evacuate. This place is not safe by a long shot. Yesterday, a 
sniper from a building controlled and occupied by KFOR and OSCE personnel here in Pristina 
shot a 25-year-old male. The victim’s sister works in OSCE Headquarters. Not a word in the 
papers or the news radio stations. 


Got my first Kosovo haircut, not good! The barber spoke English, another one who has learned 
by watching American movies with subtitles. He loves Bruce Springstein;” He’s a rocker”, the 
barber said. He inquired as to my knowledge on Harley Davidson motorcycles as he had one but 
did not know how to change the oil. I suggested he try the Internet. They have Internet café’s 
here that you can use for a small fee. He was delighted with my suggestion. I told him he could 
probably get a service manual sent to him from the company. He exclaimed, “No mail service in 
Pristina.” I suggested he make a friend in the military and have them receive the book for him. 
He nodded approval of the idea and said he did know of someone who could do that for him. He 
tried bating me with some questions as to what I am doing here so I went into my Roger Rabbit 
routine and gave him double talk. I told him I was here to help his country build a nuclear power 
plant, so they will have electric all the time. He was thrilled. Then he tried to ask questions about 
the US economy. I told him that his province was really upscale compared to India and how 
much better they have it here. I blew his mind. Have you been to India, he asked? Oh, several 
times, I replied. He didn’t know what to say. Have you been to barber school I asked? No, he 
said, “Learn from my father.” I complemented him on what a great job he was doing. I looked 
like a Cush ball! I finally got the hell out of the place, paid my 5 DM or about $2.50 and left the 
place laughing to myself all the way down the street. Roger rabbit does it again! I decided to 
pursue my next task, a cell phone! 


I went to the mobile phone store down the street from the barbershop that I had been to the week 
before. In broken English he explained there was a new SIMM chip in, but it could only be 
purchased from the post office. They won’t sell to the phone dealers. It’s a matter of money as 
usual. He said come back with the chip and he could install it and sell me a prepaid phone card 
too. I decided to authenticate his story and went to a second phone store and got the same answer 
but with a slight twist. The second one said I would need a letter indicating I worked for OSCE 
in order to get one. 
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So, I went to OSCE in search of someone who could print out a letter to that effect. Not easy! I 
finally get someone, but he tells me the letter they have is for landlines. After much convincing 
he printed it out. Now I needed a computer to fix the document to say what I needed. 

Iran into Martin Enk, the doctor from Austria who I had made friends with in Vienna. I told him 
my story and he said, “Don’t waste your time, they don’t work, I had one and I turned it in.” I 
was in disbelief, not to mention shock! He said; go talk to the Dutchman in communications 
down the hall. So off I went! 


I introduced myself and asked if he could clear up this cell phone problem for me. He laughed 
after I got done explaining my understanding of how to get a cell phone. In short, he said there 
are two parallel phone systems. The one Martin is talking about is with OSCE in conjunction 
with Actel (local phone company) and they do not meet the OSCE standards that’s why they 
don’t work. The other system is for private use via satellite with the call back system. He 
confirmed the fact that the Simms’s chip I wanted is only available through the post office; 
however, they are out of them already. That made my day! I thanked him for the clarification and 
left. 


I was now standing in 
front of OSCE 
Headquarters and 
there was the Scan 
man. We exchanged 
greetings and I 
mentioned to him my 
disappointment on not 
being able to get a cell 
phone for lack of a 
SIMM chip. He 
assured me he could 
provide me with one 
as he has two and 
would sell me one on 
Monday. I was very 
surprised. I asked no further questions and we parted. I have visions of black market creeping in 
my mind! 





I decided to check my e-mail and send you a quick note before heading to the ranch on 
Dragadon hill. Nanny Stewart is not conforming to the homework assignments; instead she 
decided to provide a critique and her evaluation of the course. Fine, I don’t really care, she is 
auditing the class anyway and it keeps her busy. I got replies from Gary Rizzo and Judy Gay 
congratulating me on acceptance to Nova. I sent you e-mail. I was surprised about the camera. 
So, you dropped it, oh well, I will bring it home anyway, it might be fixable. I can buy a camera 
with American money at the PX in Bondsteel or in Skopje. I will check my mail again before we 
hit the road. 
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Herb gave me his credit card to buy him a 35mm camera and a VHS video camera with 
everything that goes with it. Now I know why he was asking me so many questions about video 
cameras at the school today. He obviously has confidence in my selection for him. 


I got the duty driver at headquarters to take me to the ranch in Dragadon. The driver asked me 
where I got the pin I was wearing that had Kosovo on it. I said, “The PX.” He explained to me 
that was the Serbian spelling, not the Albanian spelling. He was sort of semi-offended by it. I 
decided to remove it from my carrying case, which displays the OSCE ID card. I don’t need any 
more problems. 


Well, everything has to different spellings here and I don’t know which is correct to tell you the 
truth. I guess it depends on who is in control of the store at the time. The driver took me back to 
the WEEFOR ranch and Andy was already there and had his wash done and writing a letter. I 
related my tales of the day, including the Kosovo spelling matter. Then the power went out. This 
is very stressful when you’re over tired and sick. No wash for me, no shower, no cooking! We 
decided to eat out all except for John who had just returned with Dennis from KPSS and had 
eaten late and wasn’t hungry. John gave up trying to start a fire as the wood was wet, and it 
would not burn. There was a gentile rain today and it ruined the possibility of ever starting a fire. 
Not very good Boy Scouts! So, we went out to eat! We had some snacks, sardines and beer, 
before heading off to try a new restaurant called Amadeus. Many of the cafés have their own 
generators. It was very close to the ranch and pretty up scale for the area. The food was good but 
more expensive than we thought it should be. On our way back to the ranch, we planned our trip 
for tomorrow and talked about making a pit stop at Camp Bondsteel, it was on the way to 
Skopje. I hope I can get a camera at the PX there. The lights are back but I am too tired to do 
wash now. I decided to listen to VOA and pack it in. 


One last item, I did get confirmation on a sniper shooting in Pristina yesterday. It was a 25-year- 
old Albanian man whose sister works here in the OSCE office. This received no press coverage. 
They are trying to down play any violence here in order to go forth with elections in the fall. 
They have to be without incident for 6 months or something like that in order to conduct 
elections. It will also mean they can eliminate the hazardous duty pay as well. Now this is all 
unconfirmed hearsay information, so I cannot say for sure how much of it is factual. It does 
sound plausible. In short, so ends another day in Kosovo! 


It’s now 5:30 AM and I think I will quit for now. I changed the batteries in the short-wave radio, 
now I have to read the book to figure out how to reset the clock. Later, I am not up to that sort of 
stuff at this hour. Soon it will be coffee time. We bought Maxwell House French Roast, yammy 
for the tummy! As a matter of fact, I need to take something for my stomach; the fried food 
killed me last night from Amadeus. 


Love, Jay 
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March 11, 2000 — Saturday - The Burger King Experience 
Hi Toots, 


I am back! We went to the US Army base, Camp Bondsteel. We didn’t get to see General 
Reinhart who runs the show here, but I did buy a camera for U.S. cash ($115.00), some film, and 
a battery to get started. However, I had to place $149.00 on AMX. I bought a bunch of stuff for 
Herb Cram and he gave me his VISA, but they have strange rules. You can only charge $150 on 
a credit card. His video camera was $299.00. So, I came up with the idea of splitting the amount 
between two cards, his Visa and my AMX. All the other things I bought for him were cash. They 
take US dollars for purchases but won’t do a direct exchange for DM’s. I give up! So basically, 
Herb owes me $300 all toll. I kept the girl at the checkout good and busy and she never noticed 
the credit cards were in different names. She assumed they were both mine. Roger Rabbit does it 
again! 


The day turned out to be bright and sunny and it was pleasure to be away from sewer city. We 
left here around 8 AM and all you can smell is open raw sewage in the morning, especially after 
it rains. The sewers all backup! 


The big treat was a real hamburger at 
Burger King on the base! We were ready 
to sell our souls to the devil for a Burger 
King! We talked with an Army Major, 
who exclaimed, “Burger King, why don’t 
you guys eat in the mess hall and have 
real food?” He proceeded to tell us how 
to get KFOR Identification Cards as 
contractors, so we could take advantage 
of the many Army benefits. However, we 
had to get it done at KFOR in our area. 
So, during the week sometimes we will 
get that taken care of. They are about a 3-mile walk from where we live in Dragadon. 





I am very tired as I got up so early this morning. I can really feel it now. My internal clock is 
still not working right. 


We did some food shopping locally when we got back to the WEEFOR ranch. There are things 
we can’ get in PX. All is settling down and I have to cook the chili for tonight! I will finish this 
after dinner if I can stay awake. 
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March 12, 2000 - Sunday- Lets’ Make Deal 


It is 6:00 AM and I decided to take this disk to OSCE Headquarters and sent it along with the 
student grades on their recent assignment. It’s raining here but that is a good thing! It will keep 
down the pollution, dirt and dust but enhance the sewer smell to a certain extent. There is 
garbage and rats everywhere! John took me down to HQ’s in the Pajaro, so I wouldn’t have to 
walk in the rain. What a trip! We returned and had a light breakfast and now we are trying to 
decide what to do for the rest of the day. Everyone is nervous about the idea of going to Skopkia 
as it means crossing the border into Macedonia. We have heard rumors about some very bad 
experiences at the border; having to pay fees for a visa, etc.; a very tacky issue. 


I sent e-mail to Monty requesting some patches for my roommates. Guess I better get Monty a 
patch from this wonderful world OZ too. It is just an incredible place. When you get the patches 
from Monty, send them to the Lawton VA office using the exact address I gave you. Put them in 
one of my large white flat envelopes in the closet. Stamp it confidential. Then put that inside a 
First-Class large envelope, they are all on the same shelf. Stamp that envelope confidential also. 
That way it will go inside a DHL air express envelope from Lawton, VA to the SAIC office here 
in Pristina at no additional cost. 


My wash dries stiff as a board all the time and I am not sure why. Any suggestions? I even wash 
it by hand and rinse it several times. Knowing you, these clothes are destined for some serious 
washing with lots of bleach or will be in the trash before my suitcase ever touches the garage 
floor. I think it is because there is so much dirt in the water to begin with and will never become 
clean. 


I am still not feeling good. I had some hot tea and lemon, and a bow! of oatmeal. Still can’t talk. 
Maybe I will try an aspirin to get rid of my headache. I wish I could beat this runny nose, clear 
my head and get rid of this sore throat. We are all suffering from the same thing. At least we 
have power today! Heat is working, water is on and clothes are washed! AMEN! 


I will quit for now. If the weather clears I will take some photos. I can’t sleep. 


It’s noon and I am listening to Le Ann Rimes who does all the Patsy Cline recordings. It is one 
of Andy’s CD-ROMs. This laptop has really paid off. What would I do without it now? 


I guess I will do a tuna sandwich and some soup. Andy and Dennis went to church early this 
morning and we haven’t seen them since. The Catholic Church is in a really bad part of town and 
one does not go there in the daytime alone. Catholicism is a minority religion here. Hold on, it 
appears that Mr. Sunshine is making a valiant attempt to reappear today. Maybe I will walk 
down the Dragadon Steps to Pristina and send this. By now you’re back from New Jersey and I 
am sure you have lots to tell. 
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Dennis and Andy are back from church. They said the church was pretty sparse and attended by 
a lot of women. They noted that the young girls would give up a seat for an older woman, but 
men did not give up their seats for women. 

Dennis tried to give up his seat to a woman but was pushed back down in the chair by another 
woman. I somehow don’t think human rights have a snowballs chance in hell here. 


We did some more shopping and finally found the bazooka light we have been looking for in a 
little sidewalk street market behind the burned-out sports center. Basically, it is a rechargeable 
fluorescent light about 30 inches long. It 
runs up to 4 hours on a single charge. It 
has a built in am/fm radio, retractable 
antenna, stand and a concealed hook if 
you want to hang it up. I negotiated the 
price down and saved $20 on the four 
lights. This is a total cash economy, no 
receipts for anything. No charge cards, 
etc. Everyone is too afraid to negotiate 
with these people except me. Andy was 
amazed as he watched me in action. So, I 
reminded him that this stuff is all black 
market or stolen and everything is 
negotiable. He agreed. From that point on 
we negotiated everything. It gave new meaning to “Let’s Make A Deal”. 





So, I let Andy try a technique as old as dirt on a shop that had drying racks. We needed another 
one. We asked how much, the vendor replied, 22 DM, and Andy countered with 20 DM. She 
said no. I said to Andy, in front of the street vendor, lets’ go to the other shop where we were 
offered 18 DM a short walk from here. As we turned to say no thanks and leave the price 
suddenly dropped to 18DM. We said OK and thanked her as we left with drying rack in hand. 
We congratulated ourselves and made our way back to the Pajaro to find John and Denis waiting 
for us. It was that easy! We did a fast stop at Arti’s supermarket and made our way back to the 
WEEFOR ranch. After unloading everything I suddenly discovered my glasses were missing. 


Well that was a panic button for all. Finally, John found them behind the garbage pail in the 
kitchen. Somehow, they must have fallen out of my case while unpacking groceries. 


It was nice to know they were all genuinely concerned about my glasses and made a real effort 
looking for them. It was not a perfunctory ho hum kind of response. In short, I am back in 
business thanks to the WEEFOR effort. 


We watched CNN for a while and had some canned sardines of all different types with crackers 
and beer. Pretty good too! I got sleepy from the one beer and decided to pack it in for the night, 
and it is only 7PM. Then I decided to continue this letter. I can’t go to sleep at 7:00 PM! Now 
what the hell do I write about? I told you everything that happened for the day except going to 
the bathroom. 
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Been thinking about Chris. Iam very happy for him. This is just what he needs to pump up his 
self-confidence and try to go for the next new challenge. Has anyone driven the truck lately? 

It will need an oil change soon. Look at the green sticker on the windshield near the top left. It 
should read 41, 000 as the due mileage for an oil change. Go easy on the Crown every mile now 
counts! 


Well, the next best thing that can happen is I get a full-time position at BCCC or better yet 
MCCC. They should be calling soon. I better keep pushing for a cell phone, as they will 
probably want to do a telephone interview. By the way, did you ever get the check from SAIC? 
They have to pay within 30 days from the first of the month. You should be getting it soon. The 
first one takes longer as it needs to be processed in their system in San Diego. 


I looked at the calendar today and it is only 8 weeks before I bail out. Disease is what really 
frightens me here. Dr. Martin Enk told us we live in the” Back Triangle”. We are in a valley and 
everything settles here. HEP A and AIDS are in vogue right now. Dennis has also written his 
letter not to seek a renewal for another 3-month subcontract. We are all keeping very quiet and 
will drop the letter 2 weeks before the end of the current contract. That is the same amount of 
time OSCE would give us if they were to terminate us according to their terms of the agreement. 
We just lost power and it is 7:10 PM. Well, I better quit. The rechargeable fluorescent light just 
kicked in and works great! The laptop is humming on battery and all is well. Writing by 
flashlight is too hard. 


9:10 PM -Power restored! I have concluded that this really is an Edgar Alan Poe theme park with 
an Albanian accent. Even Steven King could not dream up such a place. I keep looking for the 
moment in the story when I wake up and find that this was all a very bad dream. So, I went to the 
bathroom and looked in the mirror and what did I find a gray-haired Cush ball with sunken 
bloodshot blue eyes. Gads, that was scarier! No more reality checks! 


So, my little 2-hour nap made me a bit feisty! One must keep your humor here or they will send 
you to the stress management team at OSCE where they have these two psychologists with a 
combined age of 24, who don’t understand English, which will help you. 


We try little jokes and things on the shuttle bus going to the KPSS in the morning and the locals 
don’t get it at all. As for trying humor in the classroom, the recruits don’t get it nor do the 
language assistants. Part of the problem is we have to speak in every short sentences, it is then 
repeated in Albanian, and again in Serbian to the recruits who are trying to make sense of a joke 
that has lost its timing, as well as, it’s meaning in the molasses. They have no concept of humor 
to begin with yet at times can behave like the Three Stooges. Now that’s funny to us but they 
don’t get it. You would think that after watching all that American TV to learn English some 
understanding of American humor would have rubbed off on some of the local population that 
do speak some English. We gave up on that idea rather quickly. Now the Brits, that’s another 
story, they enjoy a different type of humor. Probably one of the funniest members of the UK 
team is James McGregor Shanks, born in Scotland but a policeman in Britain. He can keep you 
on the floor with rapid-fire quips and his personal interpretations of Albanian humor, as well as, 
mimicking of the Swedish. It is really something to hear handcuffing instructions in a Swedish 
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accent done with a Scottish brogue! Now that’s funny! He has been to the states many times and 
he and his family love to go to Disney World in Florida. He is quite a character and we all love 
him! He is only 34 years old but very intellectual. 


We are all still wondering about Herb Cram. 
We didn’t get to see him today and we could 
not go visit as he just moved again, and no 
one knows where. I have his visa card and 
pile of goodies from the Bondsteel Army PX. 
He likes being a loner. He is a no-nonsense 
and a very straightforward guy but retains a 
sense humor. The apartment he had was 
something created by Charles Dickens right 
out of David Copperfield. We have offered to 
have him move in with the WEEFOR, but he 
has declined several offers. The apartmenthe 
was in is in a very dangerous area with sporadic automatic weapons fire at all hours of the day 
and prone to burglary. There have been several landlord tenant disputes involving squatters. 
They kind of believe in imminent domain as the rule of law. There are armed Green Jackets now 
protecting the building. They are some elite infantry unit from the UK acting as a semi police 
force under the control of the KFOR in Pristina. 





Then there is CIVPOL, a civilian police force supplied by the UN but no real authority even 
though they are armed they try not to arrest anyone because there are no courts, or judges. 
However, they do have a local jail in Pristina. The really serious criminals are in a stockade at 
Camp Bondsteel. One has to commit a very serious crime like rape or murder in order to get 
arrested. But I must admit CIVPOL look good! We have visions of Herb piling sandbags in 
front of his windows waiting for a mortar attack. He is not one to mess with in a dark alley! 


We asked Bill Rollings, a Brit, about the Green Jackets. They have a very impressive history and 
outstanding battle record. Bill is a wealth of knowledge on military matters both current and 
historical. He gave us a good history lesson on the Green Jackets. They are the only unit in the 
British Army that doesn’t carry a battle standard; rather they wear their colors on their Brea. 
They march at 120 paces while all other army units are at 80 paces per minute. They act as the 
forward point for the regular infantry providing observation for artillery fire and serve as the rear 
guard in retreats. They carry bayonets instead of the sword for regimental parades. They are very 
impressive. 


I hope to see Herb at the school tomorrow and unload all his goodies. It is getting late, 10:40 PM. 
I should go to bed and fight this runny nose and cough! See yah! 


March 13, 2000 — Lessons in Loyalty 


I woke up a4 AM because the lights came back on. I forgot to turn off the switch before going to 
bed. I still feel miserable. My nose is really sore from blowing it all the time. I went back to 
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sleep. John called me at 5:45 AM to get up. I dragged myself out of bed and the power went out 
again at 6:15 AM. So that means no shower, no hot breakfast, no nothing! Well, I hit the stairs 
ready to go but the boys said no, “Stay home and go to bed!” 


I gave in without much prompting. It was obvious that I was getting worse as I could only talk in 
a whisper now. I gave all the stuff I bought for Herb to Andy to take with them and they left. I 
took my temperature, but it was normal, 98.6. I ache all over, my nose is sore, I cough 
constantly, my head feels like it will bust. Now what the hell do I take for all that Nurse Julian? I 
will try 2 aspirin for openers. I can barely talk. 


At least it is not ice cold this morning. There have been a few days here that would make an 
Eskimo cringe. I still can’t understand why anyone would want to return to this bizarre world. I 
remember talking with one of the duty drivers a few days back. I asked him how long he had the 
job with OSCE. He only just returned a month ago from Geneva. I asked him why he returned. 


He said, his family is here, and they won’t leave, and he came to help plus he loves his country. 
He was training to be a boxer and waiting on tables in Geneva. Now he is supporting his entire 
family on his duty driver salary. 


It really is incredible, as there is a 50% unemployment rate. What will they do when all this 
support goes away? It made me think of the crowd of locals waiting at the gate in Bondsteel 
looking for work. They will do any task offered to them. This false economy will do more harm 
than good I think. 


I then thought of the new language assistant that was introduced to us at the school last week. I 
invited him to sit and talk with me as he was new and did not know anyone. His English was 
pretty good. He learned from American TV also. I tried some American humor on him to see his 
reaction. I told him I had another part time job on the weekends being a lifeguard at a car wash. 
He had to think about it for a few moments and then a smile began to cover his face that broke 
out into laughter. “Oh, American humor, I get it. Will you teach me American humor?” I said 
sure, “You will be my personal student and I will mentor you.” He told me his mother is a 
teacher but not allowed to teach in the school because she is Serbian. His father was a professor 
at the local college but also not permitted to work. So, he is the sole support for his family on 
1400 DM a month, about $700. He pays for his own tuition and books to attend college part time 
majoring in economics. How bizarre! 


See you later. 


Love, Jay 
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March 13, 2000 Monday continued - The Class Struggle 


It’s 10:00 AM and I just walk in the door of the Ranch and the power came back on. Well, this 
means I get to take a shower etc. I am sweating from the hike up the Dragadon Steps. I will need 
to cool down before taking a shower. I took some photos along the way, but the number is not 
registering. I don’t know if I am getting pictures or not. I need to open this up and see for myself 
what is going on. I am not good at loading film. I just think it is not started correctly. I was right, 
the first three holes in the film leader were ripped and the film was not advancing. I put in a new 
role and it now registers 1 in the window. The film you gave me is ASA 200 and this camera 
works best with the 400 that I bought at the PX. I will use up this role and switch to the new stuff 
next. 


After breakfast at Edi’s I went to see the Scan man, Genic, and he said; see him before 5:00 PM 
and he will have the chip for the phone. The cost is reasonable, 70 DM about $35.35. Well when 
you divide the total cost of everything by 4 it makes having the cell phone very affordable. 


While having my breakfast at Edi’s, my favorite waiter, Byrom, took care of me with a 
mushroom omelet, toast, orange juice and coffee and some carbonated water to wash down the 
aspirin. While waiting for breakfast, I began to wonder about the same men who always sat at 
the corner table, in suits, with cell phones, and Mercedes keys at hand, that did nothing all day 
but smoke expensive Dunhill cigarettes and drink coffee. No matter what time of the day or 
evening we would come in to eat, the same men in the same place doing the same thing, nothing! 
There are a lot of men in small cafés and restaurants obviously out of work and very poor who sit 
and drink coffee all day and smoke the cheap cigarettes. All the cafés are so full of cigarette 
smoke you wheeze when trying to breath. The haves verse the have nots is a universal 
phenomenon even in a third world country. 


We all noted the gross inefficiency in the way work is performed here. Whether it is serving 
tables or making : 

concrete. It is an 
absolute disaster. 
They have no 
organization in the 
way they perform 
work, no sense of 
time or 
accountability in 
their daily lives. The 
communist rule 
obviously left its 
mark. They are so 
used to everything 
being done for them 
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by the state that these basic principles are nonexistent. It is clearly expressed in their attitude 
about their infrastructure. 

Why should we build roads, or take care of the trash collection, let the multinationals do it! They 
say they want to govern themselves, but they don’t know how. We were told at the school the 
director is looking for the brighter students to provide advanced training in police administration 
so eventually they can take control and run the school for themselves. The master plan here is to 
return everything to the people and let them run it. Time will be the judge! 


Nothing like a shower to make you feel better! It is almost noon and I need to take a nap now so 
when I get up I can start working on dinner for troops. I bought a chicken, frozen from Arti’s that 
was packaged in some other country other than this one. It had instructions in several languages, 
so I am assuming it to be safe. Add canned vegetables and potatoes and dinner is on. I hope this 
oven works ok. Thanks for the instructions; gas is my thing not electric. 


I packed a box to send home, but I am not sure how to do it. I have too many clothes here, plus I 
was issued uniforms too. I will ask around about how to send this box. I will let you know when 
I send the box and approximate time of arrival. I suspect a trip to Skopjia is in order. We are 
going to put in for our basic living allowance on the 17": as we are getting low on funds now. It 
takes about a week to get it and it is paid in German Marks, the coin of the realm. This is when 
they will deduct all the advances. I will not leave any money in an account here. The banking 
system is non-existent! Everything comes from Vienna. 


I found DHL, similar to Fed Ex, but all cash transactions, no credit cards. It is very expensive 
but, in an emergency, it works. 


Herb never showed to pick up his goodies. We went to bed at 8:30PM. Nothing very exciting. 


March 14, 2000 Tuesday- I was up at 3: 00 AM then fell back to sleep until 5:45 AM. Same 
routine, we scramble down the Dragadon steps rush to get off e-mails and squeeze in breakfast 
and catch the 7:30 AM shuttle bus to the KPSS. 


I got your e-mail (virus and all) and cleaned it; all is fine. I took your file to the school and 
printed it out there, so I could take my time reading it. We missed the shuttle this morning, that’s 
because breakfast comes first with me. Anyway, we got a ride with the Brits in their Land Rover. 


First, I have not received any mail from anyone. Yes, I am taking non-aspirin, vitamins, and 
drinking bottled water. Maybe I should step up the vitamins to twice a day. I will add 
ChlorTrimeton to the list as well. Thanks for the recipe. I will try it out first chance I get. The 
electric is out again! 


You’re probably right about the patches. Hang on to them and I will get all the addresses. So far 
Dennis and I are the only ones going home at the end of the contract. 


Andy is going to stay for the 6 months and it sounds like John wants to go long enough to beat 
paying taxes, which is 330 days. This is not a safe place and definitely not my cup of tea. There 
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are many here just in it for the money, not because they like it. A soldier of fortune I am not. 
Many do not perceive the real risks here and some feel that nothing can happen to them. 

One does not know the good guys from the bad guys, and then there are diseases of every type 
and some unknown as well. Furthermore, I don’t get the warm and comfy feeling that we will 
have a lot of help in getting out of here if this goes sour. That’s why we have put together our 
own evacuation plan. We keep one bag packed ready to go with just what you need to survive for 
a quick getaway. The U.S. mission, known as the Banana Base, is about a 10-minute walk from 
here and protected by KFOR. That is our best hope for a chopper out of his place. If necessary 
we would steal a car and crash the border, we have maps and a compass, etc. This would not be 
the first time a mission went sour (remember Bosnia). 


On the bright side, there is some local holiday here on Thursday and it has been agreed to that we 
will work next Saturday so we can get Thursday through Sunday off. The boys have already got 
a vehicle lined up and we plan on going to Greece. Now that’s a treat! Maybe I will mail that 
box airfreight, using a credit card it is a lot cheaper. There is just too much stuff to carry. 


I got compliments today from Nigel Starling, on what great job on the return of the OSCE 
vehicle. It was washed in and out, gassed up and the mileage recorded. He said, “no one ever 
does that!” I told him the credit goes to John Coyne our duty driver for the WEEFOR. He gets a 
big kick out of us colonists. 


Jack Polchak, X-Marine, former Chief of Police but I don’t remember where, Columbus, Ohio I 
think, cornered me this morning at the school and wanted to know if I would take an 
administration job to help him out because Tim Watson was going on leave. I said sure. He said 
he would check to see how much authority he had to move me. Next thing I know he is 
introducing me to Steve Bennett, the director of the school, selling my talents. So, we will see 
what happens. I don’t care one way or the other. 


March 14, 2000 - Tuesday BLA 


It’s 3:15 PM, Power restored! Yahoo! I better get in the shower. We left the school early today. 
See you later! 


Never made the shower and the power went out again. This is really the pits’! 

Dinner was cold tuna sandwiches and coke. We couldn’t get the wood stove to fire up. Herb 
Cram came over, but it was too late to start to teach him how to use his new toys. We chatted 
awhile and decided to call it quits for the night and it is only 9:00 PM. 

The plan for tomorrow is to turn in the BLA (Basic Living Allowance) to cover up to Friday as 
Thursday is a holiday and tomorrow is Wednesday. Before we know it, we will be off to Greece. 


I will get everyone’s address and phone number tomorrow too. 


A fresh class starts on the 27" with about 250 recruits. That will keep us really busy! 
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I will try again tomorrow and see about the SIMMS chip for the cell phone. Genc Tresi has three 
coming in but they just haven’t arrived yet. 


I shot two rolls of film today and they will be ready tomorrow. I will hold on to the photos until I 
come home. It is just too difficult to get anything out of this place other than e-mail and that is 
when it’s working. I will fire this off in tomorrow’s e-mail. 


I miss you a lot! 


Love, Jay 


Wednesday, March 15, 2000 - The Travel Plans 
The Travel Plan: for Tuesday May 9th 


2400 — May 9 Bus to Skopje airport 

0700 — Flight M4- 014 LV SKPVIE- HK1 Arrive Vienna 0840 

1010 — Delta Flight 8333 Vienna to Paris VIECDG HK1 Arrive Paris12: 15 PM 
1:15 PM Delta Flight 8266 CDG to JFK- HK1 Arrive JFK 3:10 PM 

5:55 PM Delta 6165 JFK to Phil- HK1 Arrive Philly 7:13 PM 


I will have to catch the bus at midnight in front of OSCE. Isn’t that a warm and comfy feeling? I 
will arrive at the airport at approximately 2 AM. The next problem is how do I get transportation 
from the ranch with my luggage to the bus stop? I have to work on that one. I will find a way! 


Please confirm this with Delta as I have no phone service and the agent did not speak English. I 
got the information through his daughter; she is about 15 years old. Play it safe and call Delta 
International 1-800-241-4141. See if you can determine the name of the airline from Skopje to 
Vienna. I am booked on something?? 


I believe Delta is actually Austrian Air on the return from Vienna, then Paris and on to JFK. The 
agent said do not change plains in Paris it will continue on to JFK. Everyone is buying everyone 
these days. 


Is there any chance of picking me up at JFK instead of me hanging around for 3 hours? We could 
do dinner out and enjoy the civilized world together. 


By the way the reason for the May 9 date instead of May 14" is because I will have accrued 5 
days leave and instead of using them for a vacation I just reduced my time here by 5 days. The 
sooner, the better! This place is a house of cards that could tumble at any time. It is a good thing 
I booked the flight today, as it was difficult to find seats even this far in advance. 


Better go start dinner and pack for our trip to Greece. I will push this e-mail out in the morning 
before we hit the road. I will try and call you from Greece. I also plan to mail you a package with 
a lot of clothes I don’t need. The less stuff I carry the better. 
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I received your card and the letter from NOVA today. I already signed it and mailed it back to 
you today. You can put the NOVA envelope in the mail from PA. I noted your package was 
dated March 4", Wow! Cute card, I forgot all about St Patrick’s Day. 


Still no SIMMs chip for the cell phone. I am losing faith in ever getting a phone. I inquired about 
getting a cell phone in Greece. It is cheaper, but I still need the Actel SIMMS chip as it will work 
only for the Pristina area. The post office here has only received 4,000 of the 45,000 chips due 
and they are hard to get. 


Herb came over and I gave him instructions on how to use his video camera and 35 mm still 
camera. He is thrilled! He reimbursed me $365 US dollars. We drove him back to his apartment 
after we all had sardines, cheese and coke for dinner. It was snowing lightly. His neighborhood is 
terrible, but his apartment is fairly nice. The Serbians once owned it and there are still traces of a 
gun battle. His refrigerator has bullet holes in it and the walls and ceiling also show the same 
scares. Some of the holes are taped and painted. Power restored finally! 


I picked up two roles of film from the store today and the pictures came out just fine with this 
new camera. 


I think I will quit; it’s now 9:30 PM. Too tired to do a shower. I will gamble and hope for power 
in the morning to take a shower. 


Love — Jay 


March 16, 2000 Thursday — Local Holiday Bajram 
Hi Toots, 


Dennis and Herb had to work so we decided to wait until Friday to leave for Greece that way we 
could all go together. It gave us a chance to get a lot of things done. The holiday here is a serious 
one because everything is closed, not even a taxicab on the street. I don’t know what holiday it is 
and still trying to find out. I don’t know what Bajram all is about here but the cemetery was full 
of people morning the dead. 


Andy and I did a trip to the US PX at KFOR but that was closed too. However, we did get into 
the Norwegian PX and found dark red kidney beans, sliced bread, and other essentials but no 
chili powder! Perhaps Greece will be better! We hope to buy a canned ham or two. 


We noted that there was electric all day, with very little interruption, very curious. So, I decided 
to make the chicken dinner. The boys munched on nachos and salsa that Andy and I bought at 
the Norwegian PX while watching CNN. I had a hell of time trying to figure out the symbols on 
the range. I had to use a big stainless-steel soup pot to cook the chicken in. There were no pans, 
the landlord was gone, plus all the stores were closed. Bottom-line, it worked! 
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So, we had chicken, potatoes and canned peas with a good bottle of red wine. I have a couple of 
burnt fingers as the fork was too short to reach deep into the pot to turn the chicken and I got a 
few burns from the inside of the pot. We must get a cooking pan in Greece. 


CNN had some disturbing news about our little place in the world. However, we got firsthand 
information from the United Nations mission in Kosovo (UNMIK Police), while we were at the 
Norwegian PX, about a rolling gun battle to the south of us past Camp Bondsteel. Some 
reorganized Serbian forces are doing hit and run with US forces. Mitrovica to the north is very 
hot as the Serbians are trying to retake their land on the south side of the bridge. The French 
forces are being reinforced with US Marines. So, we now have fighting north and south of us. 
None of this is in the news. We don’t get news briefings out at the academy because they are 
held at OSCE headquarters at 8:30 AM Monday, Wednesday and Friday on the 4" floor and we 
get the 7:30 shuttle. However, they are supposed to have someone come out to the school, but 
they are on vacation and OSCE made no provision to fill in the hole. I repeat this place is a house 
of cards ready to fall without notice! We still plan to cross the border into Macedonia and if it is 
too dangerous we will turn back. I talked to some who were evacuated from Bosnia and they said 
there was no organized evacuation there either. You were on your own. KPSS is supposed to 
provide Motorola VHS radios for us and to date we have none. That’s what we concluded since 
we got here. We all have asked what the evacuation plan is and no one is could tell us. John and 
Dennis both said they got a bad feeling about this place. We compare notes about what we see 
and hear from others every day and came to the same conclusion both the Albanians and the 
Serbs are equally vicious and ruthless and kill for the sake of killing. They are both racists! 
Probably the most ruthless bunch is the UCK pronounced phonetically sounds like “hooch — a — 
ka”, in short organized crime, the Mafia. I will tell you a quick story to give you an idea of their 
power here in beautiful downtown = 

Pristina. t 


There is a nice two-story brick 
building next to the SAIC office 
in town and it was in the process 
of being purchased by a local who 
wanted it, so he could rent it out. 
The contract was signed and the 
next day the buyer went to pick 
up the keys and was told by the 
seller he couldn’t have the 
building, as the UCK wanted it. 
The buyer complained and 
reminded him of the contract. After all the shouting etc., he gave him the keys. The next day the 
building was destroyed right down to the ground. The only thing left standing was the chimney 
and the doorframe. I should take a photo of it next time over there. 





It is 5:30 AM I need to go back to bed. 


Love yah - Jay 
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Friday March 17, 2000 Trip to Greece 


We got off to a late start for Greece 
because we had some errands to take care 
that we could not do because of the 
holiday. We finally convinced John to join 
us and the WEEFOR set out for Greece 
about 11 AM. First stop was Camp 
Bondsteel for a Burger King and I managed 
to send my box of clothes to you from their 
post office as well as a letter. It was32 Ibs. 
and it cost $15.70 including insurance. You 
will receive it in 10 days they said. That 
made my day! 





We continued on to Skopje and the Macedonian border where we sat for 2 % hours waiting for 
them to get their act together. The border guards came around and sprayed disinfectant on the 
tires before we could go through. Needless to ll 
say, we rolled up the windows to protect 
ourselves. I noted that the border guards were 
wearing facemasks. I wondered if it was to 
protect them from the pollution or the 
disinfectant, probably both! 


We got through the checkpoints and made it 
to the Greek border and finally to the city of 
Thessalonica and the Sun Beach Hotel only = 
to find there were no rooms available. It was gis 

about 11 PM by now and we were all very 

tired. The manager called the Radisson and we were quoted $250 American for a night. We then 
tried another hotel called the Makedonia Palace and got double rooms for $150.00 a night. The 
only problem was we could get only one night. Sun Beach Hotel was only $50 a night for a 
single room. 








i 


_/ 
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I guess that’s why all the 
OSCE members go 

there. You can’t beat the 
price for a seaside resort. 





All the hotels were 
booked solid. We had no 
way of making a 
reservation and were 
caught cold! 


By the time we got 
settled down it was 
midnight, but we went 
out for a pizza and 


Ze eva and Ta opop@stepanap 
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that would take tipés, Ba Kavou Th Snowy aac akéxaom. | 
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very high. It is really rai Tecan een ea 
very confusing trying to ~ 
manage 5 different currencies. We now have Deutschmark’s, Diners, Shillings, Drachmas and 
US dollars. I converted 40 DM or $20.00 dollars to Drachmas and ended up with 6,749 
Drachmas. 





Saturday March 18, 2000 — A Taste of Civilization 


Thessalonica is a very large and beautiful 
city. There are Royal Palm trees here. It 
took me by surprise. I took a few 
pictures. We had breakfast in the hotel 
looking out over the bay. The buffet was 
outrageous! It was beautiful but windy. I 
thought of what it might be like to go 
sailing there. 


We hated to leave but we recognized it 
was hopeless to try and find another 
place. Nice to be in a civilized country, , a 
sleep in a real nice bed with clean sheets, in a warm room and have a hot shower that didn’t t 
vacillate to extremes without warning. The electric even worked. We agreed it was all worth it 
and the buffet put the icing on the cake. 
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We did get brochures with telephone numbers and fax, so we could make reservations through 
the OSCE travel agency located in headquarters for the next time. I hope we can do that! We are 
not sure what their 
capabilities are. 


We spent Saturday 
shopping for food in the 
market. On our way out of 
town we stopped at a place 
called the Continent. The 
sign that caught our eye 
was “Applebee’s” Yes, 
here in Greece as big as all 
outdoors and a McDonalds 
too! We decided to go to 
the Continent. It was huge 
a grocery store on the 
order of a very big K-mart 
with everything under the 
sun. They carried jewelry, appliances, food, computers, etc. It was like being in a giant shopping 
mall. I managed to pick up everything I needed to do some really nice cooking provided we have 
electric. We bought a plastic container and the store manager filled it with ice for us, so we could 
bring back meat and the shrimp. Obviously, our Greek was not too good, but graphics works 
every time! We headed for the Ranch about noon. We made it through the Greek border with no 
problem. They are much better organized than the Macedonian’s. Then we hit the Macedonia 
border where we were hung up for about an hour. We resumed our trip and ran into a blinding 
snowstorm around 5 PM. We were about an hour away from Pristina. We had a couple of near 
misses with oncoming traffic on the icy roads. Visibility was down to zero. Then as suddenly as 
it started the snow stopped. As we approached Pristina we noted that the stacks from the power 
plants were not steaming and went to a restaurant a few blocks from the ranch for dinner. Dinner 
out was a better bet than arriving to find no electricity and trying to cook on a wood stove. The 
restaurants all have generators. We all had good wine and macaroni and decided to treat Dennis 
to dinner as a reward for his expert driving skills. He is a very experienced 4-wheel drive man as 
he is a hunter and fisherman in Spooner, Wisconsin where snow and ice are a daily occurrence. 





We made it back to the ranch and unpacked, made hot chocolate using the wood stove and called 
ita day. By 8 PM we were all ready for bed. It’s that ridiculous! That’s when I decided to start 
tapping out this letter on the laptop. 


One more item: On the return trip Dennis and I stopped at the Skopje airport and tried to get our 
plane reservations verified. That’s when I ran into a problem. I now have a new itinerary as 
follows: 
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May 9, 2000 Travel Plans 


Airline Flight No, Time of Departure and Arrival 

Avioimpx M4 32 K Skopje HK1 Time: LV 07:30 — AR 09:50 Zurich 
Delta Flight 143 Q Zurich HK1 Time: LV 1350 - AR 1645 JFK 
Delta Flight 6165B JFK HK1 Time: LV 1755 - AR 1913 PHL 
Operated by Trans State Airlines 


The remaining problem is I do not have assigned seating. The Macedonian airlines could not do 
that for me. Please call Delta International 1-800-241-4141 to set that up. Try to get them to give 
me business class isle seats, as the normal fare is half of what I paid coming over. ($1,771.20) 
You should be able to get the upgrade at no additional cost. E-mail me when you get 
confirmation with seat assignments. Getting out of here is not easy! Help! 


We also discovered that there was no airport hotel or motel and would have to get a cab from the 
city to take us to the airport for about 30 DM. The WEEFOR are driving me to Skopje on the 8" 
of May. I will try and see if I can make reservations at a hotel in Skopje for the one night. Once 
again, I will try the OSCE Travel Agency and see if they can help. It is extremely difficult to get 
anything done here when there is next to nothing in the way of communications, verbal or 
otherwise. 


The electric has returned but it will take a long time to warm up in this room. I will be in thermal 
underwear tonight for sure. My nose is so cold I think I might have frostbite. I will close for now 
and think about the cinnamon pancakes I will make for breakfast tomorrow. I will try to send this 
tomorrow after breakfast. 


March 19, 2000 Sunday - Youth with No Future 
Hi Toots, 


The cinnamon pancakes went over big 
this morning. We did get power for about 
an hour, just enough to get the job done. 
After we all fired off our e-mail at 
headquarters we gassed the Pajaro, and 
got it washed. We ran into Herb and we 
all went shopping at the market. I found 
some Tupperware (three bow] set for 4 
marks about $2.50 and a rectangular set 
for the same price. Now I can cook in 
advance, save things in the Tupperware, 
and not worry so much about having 
power. Herb wanted to go to the PX, so we drove up to KFOR and did some shopping. 
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We returned to the ranch about 3 PM and had discovered the power had returned so I decided to 

cook while it was available. The Pasta Prima Vera with shrimp turned out really good, especially 
with a nice bottle of wine. I made enough for at least 6 people and it is all gone. Needless to say, 
Herb stayed for dinner. 


My hand washed clothes are still soaking in the washbasin. I forgot to finish the job as I got 
caught up in the cooking. After dinner the power went out and so does the water. It is times like 
this that the waterless soap you gave me comes in handy. I can’t even get cold water to rinse the 
clothes as the water is pumped in and requires electric to run it. So, my clothes will continue to 
soak a while longer. If the power comes back I will try to finish up the job. 


I made tomorrows lunches for the WEEFOR with Italian bread, hard Italian salami and 
provolone with French’s spicy mustard all imported directly from Greece. Boy, is that stuff 
good! 


Dennis drove Herb back to his apartment and Andy went with him. John and I decided to go to 
our rooms and use laptops to punch out more letters. It is only 8:15 PM and it feels like 10 PM. 


Ihave to tell you the two biggest hits here are the Banana Republic vest and my CC Crain 
flashlight. I get at least three or four people a day asking me where I got the vest. I am very 
careful never to leave my vest on a chair or anything. Andy wants to buy my flashlight before I 
leave. Everyone is impressed with this flashlight. I really don’t want to part with it. I gave out the 
web sites instead. 


Boy, I am so worried that my reservations may have been over booked flights home and I could 
be on standby. I don’t like the idea of not having seat assignments. I am sure you will take care 
of it. I made a copy of the new travel plan and it will be in the mail tomorrow. Thank God for E- 
mail. Let me know if you have any problems. Please take care of this before you leave for 
Nashville. Flights out of here are hard to come by despite all the advance notice. 


Did you find the file with the sailboat labels? 


My, it is so quiet here you can hear the grass grow but then again, there is no grass during the 
winter in Pristina or anywhere in Kosovo for that matter. 


It was about noon when the big event of the day took place for me. It was playing soccer with 
two young kids (boy and girl) while waiting for the Pajaro to be washed. I took their picture even 
though I didn’t know their names. 


They just seemed so happy to be playing ball with each other and I joined in and made it more 
fun for them. There is so little to be happy about in this country it was nice to see someone smile. 
That is the universal language without a doubt. I gave each of them 2 DM’s (about $1.00) and a 
piece of candy I had tucked away in my pocket and thanked them for allowing me to take their 
picture. They were so surprised, and their faces shined as they compared notes. I did not know 
what they were saying but they were obviously very happy about the little gift. 
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They did not speak English, but it didn’t matter to 
anyone, we just enjoyed the game and each other’s 
company. I guess they were maybe seven and eight 
years old. I took them to be brother and sister. These 
children have no idea how poor they are and don’t 
realize they have little or no future. Their innocence just 
struck me as I waved goodbye from the window of the 
Pajaro. It is asad commentary on the future generations 
of Kosovo. 



















Sounds like Dennis and Andy are back. 


9:05 PM, the power is back! I need to take care of my 
clothes. See yah! 9:30 PM — The clothes are done and 
drying on my electric heater. They feel more cardboard 
than fabric. 


I still ask myself, what the hell am I doing here? Will I 
make a difference? 
Well, I will do the best 
job I can, that’s all I 
can do. I am doing 
what I do best, teach! 
So, let’s see what the 
new day brings. We 
are all anxious to get 
going and teach! The 
gloves come off and 
we get serious with the 
start of the new recruit 
class on the 27". 


& 


I have been trying to 
find a nice graduation 
gift for you from here 
but there really isn’t 
anything. Kosovo has nothing to offer anyone. I doubt you would want an engraved hand 
grenade or a shell-casing necklace with your initials. Even in Greece, I could not find anything I 
thought fitting or appropriate for such an occasion. However, I will keep on looking. It has to be 
something special because you are special to me and always will be. 


I guess I will quit for the night and pop this e-mail out tomorrow morning. I hope all goes well 
for you in Nashville. 1am very proud of you! Well done, Mrs. Julian! - Love, Jay 
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March 20, 2000 Monday - The 
Health Struggle Continues 


Hi Toots, 


Well I was up at 4 AM again! 
This hacking cough is killing all 
of us. John was up at 3 AM with 
the same problem. There is so 
much pollution in the air here 
not to mention the road dirt, etc. 
The school is just as bad if not 
worse with the fumes from the 
lacquer they put on the floors, 
and fresh paint everywhere. 





Anyway, we were all up and decided to have coffee and toast before we hit the road. We didn’t 
know what to do with ourselves so early in the morning. Finally, it was 6:30 AM, time to hit the 
road, do our e-mails, pick up Herb and drive to the school and return the Pajaro. 


It is turning out to be another boring day with nothing to do for a lot of talented people. At least 
Dennis is actually teaching defensive tactics. 
Andy and I sat in on theft class. Again, all in 
Albanian! So, we left and asked Nigel Starling 
if we could be of some help. He gave us the 
lesson plan for missing persons and asked us to 
edit it. So, Andy and I were delighted to do 
something productive. There were a few things 
missing and the English translations were very 
crude. We then returned the edited document to 
Nigel and he gave it to one of the girls to fix it 
the computer in time for the next class. They 
do play it close here! 


There was a short briefing informing us that 
based upon the number of recruits next week 
we will be assigned either schedule A or B. 
Finally, we are getting close to doing what we 
came here for. The final word was a working 
lunch on Tuesday and to bring something to 
eat. This is nothing new for the WEFOR. It 
was close to noon and we decided to pack up 
and take the shuttle back to headquarters. We 
all left except Dennis who had to teach 
handcuffing techniques. 
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John went to the ranch as he was not feeling good and tucked himself in. Andy and I decided to 
split forces and take care of business. Andy went to get his mail at SAIC, the stationary store, 
etc. and we were to meet at Edi’s for lunch. I went to the OSCE travel agency to try and confirm 
my reservations and see if they could get me seat assignments. Laura, the travel agent, said they 
were confirmed but could not give me seat assignments. I am still not happy with that answer. I 
had seating when I came here, and I want seating when I leave. I guess the ball is in your court 
Toots. 


I also spoke to the “Scan man”, Genc Tresi, and still no chip for the cell phone. I decided to quit 
trying. It is just not worth the effort at this point. I will be leaving in about 7 weeks so why spend 
the money. 


I did find out while at Headquarters that 
we could use the MSO office on the 
first floor to send a fax and make 
reservations at a hotel etc. I will take 
advantage of this handy service to book 
a hotel for Dennis and me when the 
time is right. We can stay in nice hotel 
the night before we fly out of Skopje 
and not kill ourselves trying to get to 
the airport. 

There is time yet. I also discovered that 
they could make arrangements to take 
us to the airport from the hotel in 
Skopje using OSCE transportation. 





Met Andy for lunch at Edi’s and we 
split a pepperoni pizza. We picked up 
some milk, potatoes, and eggs and got 
the duty driver to take us to the ranch. 
Once again, the power was restored, 
and I decided to take advantage of it 
and started cooking. It was to be chili 
but the powder I bought did not taste 
like chili powder and I changed it to a 
meat sauce instead. Maybe you could 
send some in a zip lock bag. Dennis 
returned from the school around 5 PM 
and the sauce was almost done. 

I even made garlic bread ready for the oven. Low and behold the power went out at 5:05 PM. So, 
John fired up the wood stove and I boiled the water for the macaroni. I popped in the garlic bread 
too and we had dinner. I saved the extra sauce in my new Tupperware bowl. 





We all told war stories and before you know it 8 PM rolled around and we were dragging from 
being up so early in the morning. 





WEEFOR Page 71 


Kind of interesting to hear from Dennis that Gary Costello insisted that one could not mail 
packages from Camp Bondsteel. We all got a laugh out that misnomer. 


Gary thinks he really is the final authority on everything that goes on here in Pristina. Little does 
he know we are already using Bondsteel to send packages home. Dennis had a hard time keeping 
from laughing in front of Gary. Unfortunately, no one has a good word for Gary. He could be the 
shining star here but doesn’t know how. That’s his problem. 


We went to bed. The power returned at 11 PM so I got up and tapped out this letter. It is now 
12:15 AM on the 21“ and the power is out again. This place can drive you crazy. I was up 
because the tomato sauce was doing a number on my stomach, my nose was running, and this 
damn cough won’t quit. I took some Altoids and that does help. 


I met up with Jim Mc Gregor Shanks, a 34-year-old 
policeman from the UK, at the school today and he told me 
he was very sick during the 4 days we had off. He was 
coughing up blood, etc. and was on his way to see the 
doctor at the school. He was as white as a sheet. He said all 
four of them in their rented house were sick except Martha 
Findley. Martha is a little five foot nothing neurotic, 
vegetarian, pill-popper, and very detail oriented but still 

i fun person. You have to just watch her in action to really 
get the flavor of her personality. The Brits tease her but really like her. She bunks with them in 
the same house and is now getting her revenge, as they are 
all sick except for her. There is something to be said for that 
lifestyle. 





I had a few rolls of film 
In fact, this place doesn’t 
look at the photos. I guess 
of the garbage and raw 


developed and some very nice photos. 
look as bad as it really is when you 
that’s because you don’t get the smell 
sewage on film. 


I best quit and try to get 
better. My nose is still 

I need to take some non- 
cozy sleeping bag. 

See yah! Love Jay 


some sleep. My stomach is feeling 
running, and the cough is hanging on. 
aspirin and tuck myself back in my 





March 21, 2000 Tuesday — Self-imposed Alcoholics Anonymous Club 
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Hi Toots, 


We finally got teaching assignments today! Jim Booth and 
I are teamed up with two language assistants. Jim is the 
former State Parkway Police Officer from Long Island. He 


is now retired from the N.Y. State Police and lives upstate 
New York. He was one of the people who got transitioned 
into the NY State Police when the Parkway Police was 
disbanded in the late 60’s. He was also a teacher in the 
Plainview School District. He mentioned that his wife 
went to our Alba Mata, Seaford High School. I think she 
was in the class of 1960. 


I have also been asked to rewrite some of the courses and 
put them in the proper format. Right up my alley! There 
are 276 recruits starting on next Thursday and we are all 
anxious to get going. We had our working lunch getting 
all the details for the new wave coming in. We then 
managed to get a Jeep to take back to the ranch. It was 
armor plated with bulletproof windows and Kevlar everywhere. All very nice but the heater 
would not shut off and you can’t roll down the windows. The windows are sealed shut by design! 
It had a very confined back seat as my knees were in my nose. I think this is great for midgets, as 
it is not designed for normal people. The heat got to be too much for us, so we drove with the 
door open. The doors must weigh 500 pounds because of all the armor plating. It takes both feet 
to push it open. The last thing you want to do is park on an incline and try to open the door. Then 
it takes two people to get you out of the back seat. Once you push the door open with your feet, a 
second person has to run around the other side and hold it open while you slither out. It is a very 
tight opening. If you ever lost control of the door it could very easily swing shut, taking off your 
legs in the process. We tried to get it serviced but that is an impossible bureaucratic nightmare. 
We gave up and decided to return the vehicle tomorrow with a list of things they need to fix. We 
obviously were given an abused vehicle that no one else wanted. 





Dinner was hot dogs and beans with chips on the side. Then the power went off. There is a new 
phenomenon in the electric situation; now we have some rooms with power and others with 
none. I have none! There is no heat, light, water or shower that works. Just a wonderful place to 
vacation! If you’re into roughing it and like masochism in large doses, then this is the place you 
won’t want to miss. 


Here it is 8:20 PM and nothing to do! Well, I was so glad to get the seat assignments for my 
flight home today. I actually breathe easier now. I thought about having you pick me up at JFK 
but then my luggage would be in Philadelphia and we would be stuck in traffic in New York. I 
guess it is better to sit it out at JFK. If possible get the long leg of the trip home (Zurich to JFK) 
upgraded to business class or first class. It is worth the $300 dollars. I don’t care about JFK to 
Philly. 
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In fact, it may be less than $300 since your dropping the last leg of the trip to economy. See 
what you can do. Bottom-line; just get me the hell out of here! 


I think I have discovered one member of the WEEFOR 
who may be an alcoholic. I noticed our Minister of 
Transportation likes his booze too much and too often. 
We are being careful not to let him drive. Today he 
came up with another excuse on the way to the ranch to 
buy a bottle of liquor.” I need to replace what I drank 
that belonged to Dennis last night” So he not only 
replaced that but also bought a bottle of vodka as well. 
He consumed half the bottle before I even got dinner on 
the table. He does this almost every night. He is a big 
man and can obviously hold his liquor pretty well. I 
hope we are wrong about him. I really like John and 
would hate to see anything happen to him. We are all 
concerned about his drinking. I kind of suspected 
something when I learned he had so many different jobs. 
This is not typical for a police officer to move around so 
much. Generally, cops retire from one job and maybe do 
some consulting or go to another job. Something didn’t 
sit right with me then. I now suspect he was asked to 
leave a job because of a drinking problem. None of us know for sure what the story really is. No 
one knows how to address this problem. Yet our antenna is up all the time. We have all refrained 
from drinking completely now in an effort to discourage him. It’s a self- imposed alcoholics 
anonymous club. We don’t want anything to happen to John. Medical help here is almost non- 
existent. Besides we are all drinking too much anyway. 





I have been taking non-aspirin all day every 4 hours and still blowing my nose and coughing my 
brains out all day. I am tired of being sick and waking up at all hours of the night with this 
menace! I am still taking vitamins and Cozaar every day. I think I will try a ChlorTrimeton 
tonight. Everyone else is taking Nyquil. I need to get at least one good night’s sleep! 


I been thinking about what to do with all this information I have been collecting and I am not 
sure as to how to use it yet. I just will keep recording and one day I will put it all together. 


Andy and IJ are not going to the school until 8 AM tomorrow, as we have nothing to do when we 
get there so we are sleeping in a bit. Dennis is the only one teaching right now and will leave at 7 
AM, as he wants to put things on the blackboard. He worries about everything. Class A 
personality for sure and a pessimist as well. Well, aren’t we all pessimistic at one time or 
another? He is very unsure, doesn’t take risks, etc. and he admits it. I toy with his weakness at 
times to see his reaction. It is hard to believe that Dennis was a Lieutenant in his police 
department. He must have been a good test taker. However, despite his faults he still is a very 
likable guy and very honest and there is a lot to be said for that these days. 
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We all love Dennis’s war stories of his adventures while he was on the job. I think telling war 
stories about our adventures on the job bonds us together as we can all relate to the experiences 
very well. 


Andy will be coming to Philly for the IPA convention in September and needless to say I invited 
him to be our guest. He told me he wrote to his mother today and told her he had the most 
fantastic meal in his life since he has been here, and I was her competition. I really got a kick out 
of that one! Andy is the quiet, soft-spoken type, and a very astute listener. I suspect he was a 
very good police chief. 


As for John, I get the impression he has never done manual labor and seems to be uncomfortable 
with the idea of work. He is shrewd, resourceful and honest as the sunrise in the morning. A 
great storyteller and general bullshit artist of the first order and we all love it. He is a big-name 
dropper. He likes to impress you with all these people he knows. He also seems to be very 
nervous and has little patience for anything. He can’t stay put in one place for more than a few 
minutes and is always anxious to get going. He is also a bit of a pessimist. We all ignore it. There 
is something just not right and I can’t put my finger on it. He has been a widower for 7 years 
living alone in a townhouse in New Port Beach, CA. He has two sons; one is an attorney, and the 
other cop on the LAPD. I just sit back and take it all in. I am beginning to wonder if he really 
was a Major in the Illinois State Police. He doesn’t seem to have had that command level 
experience. 


I am the innovator and comic as well as the cook for this group. I have fun no matter what I am 
doing and enjoy deploying American humor on the language assistants, the Brits, and last but not 
least with the bureaucrats who run the show here. I make them all laugh and teach them not be so 
serious about this place. 


My latest brainstorm is to put in a beagle stand at the KPSS and donate 25% of the profits to the 
Kops for Kids program they are running here. The rest would go into supplies for the instructors. 
There are running out of everything. They are expanding the school faster than the resources 
available. Anyway, the WEEFOR would provide the bagels and coffee and the school would 
provide a table and electric for the operation. We already found a place that has the bagels or at 
least what looks like them. We would sell American Maxwell House coffee in a full-size cup too. 
It would be a big hit here, but I think the local vendor on the first floor would be upset if we 
opened up shop on his turf. It could cause a problem. We intend to talk to the director about it 
anyway and see what happens. No one is happy with the eyedropper coffee cup that tastes like 
mud and smells like crazy glue. But he has the only show in town. A touch of American 
competition might be good. 


Of course, John says this can’t be done in his usual pessimistic style. I will make a believer out 
of him yet. Every time we propose something, John is right there to tell you why it can’t be done. 
He must have been a great bureaucrat on the job. He doesn’t understand the meaning of “the cup 
is half full.” We will make a believer out of him before this mission is over. 


I guess I will put together a long e-mail in a single file while you’re in Nashville. 
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I told Chris to buy the Ford Explorer but also advised him that the gas mileage is poor, and 
repairs are expensive. I assume he can afford the auto and the insurance. 

If he doesn’t like it, he can break the lease, but it will cost him a lot of money. He may as well 
enjoy himself. A least it is not a motorcycle. 


Do you want to buy his VW? 
I better close for now it is 9:30 PM time to get some sleep. 
See yah 


Love, Jay 


Wednesday March 22, 2000 — The Cell Phone Experience 
Hi Toots, 


It is 7 PM and dinner is done! I cooked a roast beef with brown potatoes and fresh broccoli I 
bought in Greece. All the happy smiling faces are doing the cleanup. The left-over meat is for 
sandwiches tomorrow. I just finished the roast and the power went out. Talk about timing. I 
knew I had to cook it as it had been in the refrigerator since Saturday and there was no room in 
the freezer. There are no full-size refrigerators in the country! All in all, it turned out well except 
that the Minister of Transportation finished the other half of the vodka with dinner. I am amazed 
he can drink that much without any effect. He is a very big man and that has lot to do with it. 


So, let me give you our cell phone number. If you call me dial the following: 011381638114377# 
.The phone does not have the ALCATEL SIMM chip that I have been chasing but this will work 
just as well for what we want to do in terms of a call back. I have to go back to the dealer 
tomorrow and get the confirmation number. The phone needs to charge up first. I just checked, it 
is fully charged already. We got the power back after we finished dinner. The whole package 

was 510 DM or $257 dollars or about $65 each. It was the cheapest phone I could find. We can 
sell it back to the vendor when we are through or sell it to someone who is staying on with this 
mission. In any event our cost will be nominal. 


So, I visited the doctor today out at the school, his name is Sokol Ferri, I assume him to be an 
Albanian. He checked my lungs and looked at my throat. I told him my symptoms and he 
recommended vitamin C 500 mg 3 times a day instead of once a day and an antihistamine twice 
a day. I told him I had some ChlorTrimeton for allergies and he said to take them. They are the 
8-hour ones, so I will have coverage all night. He said he would get me some antibiotics by 
tomorrow. They don’t have much of anything here. I really wanted to see Martin, the Austrian 
doctor, but it was too far to travel all the way back to Headquarters. Dr. Ferri said all the 
internationals are suffering from the air pollution here. I could have told him that. 


Doctor Ferri lit up when I told him you were a manager of staff development at Einstein. He then 
asked if I could get you to send him some CD’s on cardiology and anesthesiology. 
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Is there anything you can do for him? I really don’t think he cares what it is since they have 
nothing. It is a flat package and you could send it to SAIC and I could pick it up at the office 
here. Well, I leave it up to you. Let me know what you want to do. 


I took a shower today when I got back from the school around 2 PM and popped all the pills. I 
gave Andy the remainder of the vitamin C I had and I opened a new bottle for myself. I can 
barely talk. I checked for a fever as well, none! The doctor didn’t have a thermometer so I told 
him I did and would check when I got back. They really have nothing to work with. I don’t know 
how they get any meds at all. What a nightmare! His assistant had to borrow a white lab coat 
from the psychology department at the hospital in town, as they did not have any of their own. It 
was revealed to me only because I asked her to pronounce the name on the lab coat. She 
explained; it’s not mine.” She then put white tape over the name. 


I sent Angela an e-mail requesting that she forward my letter to Oscar Vance who is also 
President of the IPA in our region to determine if he could help send training aid materials for 
the instructors here. They are running out of basic things and the expansion is very rapid now. 
They are consuming the supplies faster than they can replace them. They need erasable markers, 
flip charts, handcuffs, batons, fingerprint cards, rollers, ink, etc. Maybe they could send used 
equipment. It’s worth a shot. 


All they have to do is put the word out on the net and it should be no problem. I will wait to see 
what happens. Angela is out until the 27" but that’s OK. 


I learned a very interesting tidbit today from the duty driver who took us to the school this 
morning. He said that the people here save their money to buy land and then build their own 
homes on it. So, there are no mortgages. They also do not pay property taxes while they are 
under construction, consequently they keep adding on to the house. It is always under 
construction. Andy told me later that the landlord built this house with his son and it is only 12 
years old. It got bombed but they repaired it upon their returned from Turkey. He said it was 
occupied by soldiers but did not say which soldiers. Andy said he was kind of quiet on the 
subject. 


It’s almost 8 PM and I feel tired already. I need to take the ChlorTrimeton and quit. I love this 
50’s CD that Andy lent me. I need to get some when I get home. 
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This morning, while trying to get breakfast at Edi’s we 
decided to see if we could get the whole meal served 
together for once. The power was out so we could not cook. 
They consistently serve one thing at a time. First the juice, 
warm of course, then 10 minutes later the coffee came 
(Turkish mud) and then another 10 minutes goes by and 
they bring the utensils. By this time, you forgot what the 
hell you ordered. Oh yes, scrambled eggs with mushrooms 

_ and cheese. They then double-checked the order twice over 
the next 10 or 15 minutes. When it finally arrives, you have 
to ask them to bring the toast, followed by yet another trip 
for the jam. The toast turns out to be plain bread. 

Today, we drove our point home; we kept sending 
everything back and insisted that it all be served together. 
After 30 minutes of repeated rejection of the coffee and 
everything else they brought out piece meal, the waiter gave 
up and they got another waiter and we explained again, 
serve it all together. We would tell them both what we 
wanted and they would repeat it back and we would 
confirm it. Finally, we achieved success after another 45 minutes of repeating each item and how 
to bring it all together! Laurel and Hardy could not have done it better than these two characters! 
This slapstick comedy in a foreign language was the most incredibly funny event we have ever 
encountered since we have been here. The hardest part was not being able to laugh through this 
entire ordeal until after we left. 





We rushed down breakfast in an attempt to make the 8 AM shuttle to the school and finally 
made it out the door and around the corner and nearly split a gut laughing. I wish we could have 
videotaped this entire event. My sides still hurt. 


Well, on a more serious note, Andy, Dennis and I all noted the empty vodka bottle at dinner. We 
are concerned about John and don’t know what to do about it. Any suggestions? We do know he 
is on medications as well but don’t know what they are. Perhaps that’s the reason he is so 
anxious to get going all the time. He is like a cat on a hot tin roof. He wants to leave at 6 AM and 
it is not necessary. Nothing happens at the school until 9 AM. Andy and I told him we are not 
leaving until 7:30 AM tomorrow so we can have breakfast first and then we will take the 8 AM 
shuttle. So, we got a Pajaro today instead of the armored Jeep. It looks like he will be the only 
one using it tomorrow as we are all getting a few extra winks. He doesn’t drink and drive but 
waits until he gets back to the ranch and drinks at dinner and hits the sack. So, what do you think 
we should do? Do we ignore it or what? This is the last place in the world you want to try and 
get medical help. We are worried about him. He needs to spend time with his grandchildren. 
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Do you remember 
the story I told about 
the landlord who 
tried to back out of a 
contract on the sale 
of his house because 
the UCK (Mafia) 
wanted it instead? 
The buyer returned 


the next day to find | 4 Beth ty 
the building totally aan Pian Pe, in 
destroyed. Anyway, [ See ae ee 


I took photos of the : 


remains of building; 
it is right next store 
to SAIC. It’s just a 
pile of rubble! The 
front door and the chimney were all that was left standing. 





I am getting tired and need to quit. It is almost 9 PM. I better go get my ChlorTrimeton. At least I 
will start off with having heat tonight and I already took my shower. I am in good shape for now 
but wonder when that rascal at the power plant will pull the switch. 


See yah! — Love Jay 
March 23, 2000 Thursday - First Contact with the Outside World 


It is now 3 AM and Iam up again! I was up at 11:30 and 1:30 AM as well. This monster is 
killing me. I just can’t seem to get relief. I am checking my temperature as I type. I have dragon 
mouth, stuffy nose, and ach all over again. I am really miserable. How the hell can I perform 
under these conditions? Well, Iam at 99.2F, now what? Non-aspirin I guess and go back to bed. 
See ya! 
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I was up and down another two more times during the night and boy I 
feel miserable. I finally got out of bed at 7:30 AM and the boys were all 
sitting in the War Room (living room) chatting. The new plan was not to 
leave before 8 AM. They convinced John to turn off the red light and 
siren and relax a tad. They advised me to stay at the ranch. I can’t talk at 
all now and Andy gave me some Sudafed. There is some coffee on the 
range and I will get dressed and have a quiet breakfast. At least the heat stayed on all night and 
this morning the weather is warmer than it has been during the past few days. Sun is up, yet cool 
outside. I even put a basin of water next to the heater 
to act as a humidifier last night. I don’t know if it 
worked or not as I am really feeling so bad I couldn’t 
tell. 





We finally discovered the location of the Internet Café 
near us. Martha drew a map for us. Low and behold, it 
is directly across the street! Andy and I took a tour of 
the place yesterday. It has 10 computer terminals and 
the rates are not bad (7 DM an hour). If we compose 
off line and send an attached file it is only 2 DM. What 
a surprise, all this time I thought the Scandinavian 
Development Corporation occupied the house. We had 
always marveled at the antennas and satellite dish on 
the roof. It was really heavy-duty stuff. It turns out 
they occupy the second floor of the house while the 
first floor is used for the Internet. You can also make 
satellite phone calls from there as well. They are pretty 
expensive, about $2.50 a minute. I took a photo from 
our living room window to add to my collection. 





John is going to bring back the antibiotic from the school for me after he drops the rest of the 
WEEFOR. He is not teaching today and it gives him something to do. I seriously doubt they will 
have it in today. I am so tired of blowing my nose all the time. I won’t know what to do with 
myself all day. This laptop is my salvation right now. It is so quiet, no barking dogs, choppers 
flying about or the rumble of armored vehicles, just stillness! I wonder where the Marines are 
right now. They definitely put fear in the rebel groups trying to make a comeback. All is very 
quiet, too quiet! 


I can’t believe it is Thursday the 23" of March already. That means 47 days left in Mad Max 
City. I hope I can survive this dreadful respiratory infection. It will probably take a few weeks to 
get my body back to normal after I leave this place. I plan to see Dr. Kish and get checked out 
after I get back. Medical facilities are very poor here and that is being polite. 


I better get dressed and have some breakfast like it or not and figure out what I am going to do 
for the rest of the day to get better. I can’t continue being sick here! I will be back later. 
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9:30 AM; John was back with the medication in hand. I was really surprised. I now have 
chymociclar (an antibiotic) two capsules 3 times a day. It looks like it was made in Italy, Armour 
Itallia and distributed out of Belgrade according to the box. The capsules are red and yellow, 250 
mg. The second box is some kind of antiseptic pill to suck on called “Septolete’’pastile. This is a 
large green tablet. The taste is not too good. It looks like a company called Krka makes it and it 
comes from Slovenia. Doctor Ferri’s note, “a yellow post it,” says, vitamin C, 50 mg 3 x 1. I sure 
hope this stuff works. That’s the complete magic formula for success! I better go take my other 
vitamins in the pillbox before I forget. 


I decided I better go to Edi’s for breakfast, as I was not in the mood to cook for myself even 
though we had power. I did the Dragadon Steps very slowly and made my way down the street to 
where I purchased the mobile phone and decided to see if I got my confirmation back. The place 
is the size of a card table and packed with locals and internationals alike. It is a real zoo. 
Anyway, the shop owner called for the confirmation, no luck, and said to return in half an hour. 
So, I went on down to Edi’s. Byrom, the young waiter who took my order yesterday, greeted me. 
I invited him to sit with me and keep me company. He wanted to know what happened to my 
voice. I whispered a short sentence or two and he offered to get me black tea. I added juice to the 
request to wash down some more pills. Then the other waiter came over, I do not know his name 
yet but I will before the week is out, and we spoke for a while, he expressed concern over my 
voice. I asked if they still served breakfast, he replied, “Yes, what would you like?” I requested 
fried eggs. He smiled and with his two hands he made the thumb and forefinger into circles to 
indicate sunny side up. I nodded yes and we laughed. He said, “Would you like some ham too?” 
I nodded yes gain. Well, low and behold I got the entire order all together piping hot including 
some bread and jam. The best part was the tea! 


I felt a bit better and left for OSCE headquarters just a few steps away. I sent you e-mail, several 
of them in fact as I tried to come up with a solution for the tickets. 


I then went to see Dr. Martin Enk and he took a look at me too. I showed him what I was taking 
and he added something else to the list that will reduce the inflammation in the lungs so I can 
sleep at night. He is really a very through doctor. I also asked him if there was anything I could 
do for him and if so to let me know so I could pass it on to you. You’re going to kill me, right! 
They have so little to work with here. 


I returned to the mobile phone company and picked up my paperwork. We are action ready now! 
That is the last piece of the puzzle to our evacuation plan. I decided to walk back up the 
Dragadon steps and head for the ranch. I was only 100 yards from Headquarters when John and 
Andy picked me up. They wanted to stop at a store called the Super PX. It has nothing to do with 
the military, purely a private company. Andy bought a Sony short wave radio for about 85 DM 
and a few odds and ends. I got nothing, and John bought two more bottles of liquor. We reached 
the ranch to find we still had power! So, I did my wash in this Mickey Mouse washing machine 
made in Italy. It only has one water line, cold! I decided I better start dinner as long as we have 
power. The boys retired to watch CNN. We only get two English channels on satellite TV. 
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John announced he just ran into the landlord and asked him to make us an offer renting his 
garage. The story behind that is simple. If we can get a note from the landlord saying we have 
use of his garage the school will assign us a permanent vehicle to use for the four of us. Having a 
garage adds a bit of security in preventing it from being stolen. 


Anyway, I told Andy to get John out of the house so I could go negotiate a deal without him 
being involved. After they were gone I went to speak to the son. I schmoozed him for few 
minutes and then told him we really did not want the use the garage, as it would deprive him of a 
place to put his car. Aren’t we considerate! The son explained that his father told him to offer it 
for free. They don’t have a car. I found this to be strange but insisted all we wanted was a letter 
from him stating that we would have the use of the garage so we can obtain a vehicle assigned to 
the WEEFOR on a permanent basis. Some more discussion and the light came shining in. The 
son is looking for us to help him get an interpreter position at the school. He finishes up with the 
engineers at KFOR at the end of the month. So, it was there way of offering a favor for a favor. I 
told him I would look into it and find out how to make application but I could not promise him 
anything. They will do their own testing. It was understood, and we parted. The job pays 1400 
DM a month. That is a lot of money here. Plus, we pay 3,000 DM rent. They are doing very well 
in a bombed-out city! I told Andy I cut the deal and just not to mention it to John as yet. As John 
believed he was running the show on this one. He is a nice guy but a bullshit artist as well as a 
very conservative person. He is one of those people you ask to do something and immediately 
tell you why it can’t happen. We are going to get him to change his viewpoint on the world yet! 
That’s a red flag for me. As Minister of Transportation for the WEEFOR, we approached John 
on getting the vehicle based upon the criteria of having a fenced area or garage; he was opposed. 
“T won’t lie.” The more we tried to convince him, the more he dug in his heels. In reality nobody 
is held accountable for anything here and he should not to worry about it. There is in fact a 
garage but we just don’t park in it. He got religion, etc. So, Andy very calmly said to John, 
“That’s OK, I will do it. “ John’s ego was hurt and he was embarrassed and to redeem himself he 
changed his position and said he would do it. He loves to drive but has no patients for the nuts on 
the road here, not that I blame him. 


Tuna noodle was a success and there is almost nothing left. I try to keep some leftovers but I 
have not been able to do that yet. They eat everything I make. We won’t go hungry here that’s 
for sure. As usual John downed a half a bottle of Johnny Walker Red and went to bed. Andy and 
I exchanged glances that was all that needed to be said. Dennis also went to bed and that left 
Andy and me to watch CNN. I commented, “You know we have had power all day today” and 
just then the lights went out! 8 PM on the nose. It is now 9:35 PM and the power has returned. 
Well, I popped all my pills and still feel miserable. It will take a few days I guess before I can get 
results. 


Dennis made the first successful call on the cell phone tonight, and it made his day. I gave 
instructions after dinner and then made them physically walk through the process. The rest of us 
had no one to call as the time zones were the real barrier and there was no one home at the other 
end. As for me, it would have been 2 PM your time and you would not have been at your desk as 
usual, besides I can’t talk. Cute! We decided to send e-mails making specific arrangements in 
advance. Our only real voice contact with the outside world, what a thrill! It was like we were 
living the movie, “First Contact.” 
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Tomorrow is a light day for Andy so I convinced him we need to go to the OSCE briefing on the 
4" floor at 8:30 AM to find out what is going on in Mad Max City. We never get a word at the 
school. I asked John if he could pick up a copy of the new training schedule and immediately he 
tells me it wouldn’t be available, etc. I explained to him that Nigel always works 4 or 5 weeks 
ahead and just never posts it all at the same time and all he had to do was ask for what he did 
have. That’s how I obtained the training schedule before, made copies for all of us, case closed. 
Then another wave of unfounded assumptions. I explained to him I have a dual role since I now 
have the task of rewriting the lesson plans as well as teaching, and it was vital I know what the 
plan is for the week. Finally, in desperation, I said I would do it myself if it was too much of a 
problem. Once again, he reversed his position. It was kind of interesting doing all this in 
whispers. A pessimist that doesn’t take risks! What a combo! He would have never made it in the 
Corps. Dennis has never been in the military either. He also is a nervous Nelly conservative, but 
honest as the day is long; interesting personalities. The humor of it all keeps us in good spirits 
especially when they all realize how absurd it all is. 


I am wearing my Big Dog shirt and thermals tonight. Hope I get some sleep. The only thing I 
don’t like about this sleeping bag is the zipper. It doesn’t stay put otherwise it is really 
comfortable and warm. 


Say, did I mention to you I invited Andy and his wife to stay with us during the IPA convention 
in September. I don’t think you will mind. 


It is now 10:30 PM and I will try to get some sleep! See Ya. I hope the ticket problem is resolved 
by tomorrow. Love — Jay 


Friday, March 24, 2000 — 
Thumbs Up 


Good Morning Toots 


3AM —Iam up again! I did get 
some sleep. I tried to call you on 
the cell phone but the network 
wouldn’t work. We had power 
through the night, Yahoo! You 
will be packing for Nashville 
today I am sure. These lengthy 
e-mails must be boring for you. 
I am just trying to capture as 
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much as possible in my chronology for later use. Probably much of this will get tossed after I 
rewrite it. 


I did get an e-mail from Joanne Iverson; all is well! I also got e-mail from Laura a few days ago, 
a lot of general news. Jonathan is into Karate and has advanced to a white belt or something. 
Nothing earth shattering. 


My student Jessie Nation is having problems with the computer, I referred her to MCCC tech 
support. I told her not to panic over being late on the assignment under the current conditions. I 
should also get an assignment from Josh on Saturday. I sent Nanny Stewart a short message. She 
is doing her own thing, fine with me. She is 78 years old and has a doctorate already. This is just 
for fun and she is enjoying the class. She had the school send me her critique of my lecture on 
terrorism. I got a good grade! 


It’s 11 AM for you and 5 AM for me. I think I will continue this later. 


I am back! WEEFOR developed an action plan at breakfast. Dennis and John will go to the 
school in Vushtri. Phonetically it sounds like “voostree.” I finally got the spelling. Actually, 
there are two spellings for all the towns; one is Serbian and the other Albanian. The one thing 
that is consistent here in Pristina is “Mother Theresa Blvd”’. It is the main drag in downtown 
Pristina. The funny thing is there are no names on any of the streets. Now where it got that name 
I don’t know. It certainly reminds you of the streets of Calcutta, India. 


At breakfast this morning I managed to slip with a steak knife and cut a woodchip size chunk out 
of my right thumb. Out comes the first aid kit again! The boys helped me get it cleaned up, 
medicated and bandaged. Amen! The landlord had provided us with some steak knives, as we 
had virtually no utensils. Needless to say, they were very sharp. The whole thing took place in a 
matter of seconds and I didn’t feel a thing at first. I will get it looked at first thing tomorrow. 


Andy and I went to OSCE headquarters, first stop was to see Martin and let him look at my cut. 
He did a good clean up job with butadiene solution and a new bandage and gave me some 
ointment to promote healing. I will change it in a day or so with the goodies you gave me in the 
first aid kit. Next, we went to pick up our basic living allowance. We can draw down on it twice 
amonth. Actually, I have a little of 4 currencies. I had to separate them into different envelopes 
because it is so confusing. We made a stop at personnel to pick up an application for the 
landlord’s son, Genc Berisha. 


Andy went to track down an Army colonel that would give him a lead on tracking down a 
reserve unit from his hometown in Anoka, Minnesota. They are located somewhere in the 
vicinity of Camp Bondsteel. We then went to the copy machine and made copies of the cell 
phone number, access codes and instructions for each of us. Not done yet, we went to SAIC to 
check on incoming mail and fill out a travel plan for Andy. His wife is flying into Vienna in 
April and then they are taking the train to Italy for a long weekend. We were batting a 1000 so 
far this morning! We were pretty proud of ourselves and decided to have a late breakfast at Edi’s. 
I told Andy I had them trained now. He had to see it to believe it! So off we went for a late 
breakfast. 
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Byrom spotted me right away and got us a table. The other waiter soon came over, I asked his 
name; “call me Kiko,” he said. He is older about 35 and has a better understanding of English. 
He always wears the same blue green dress shirt without a tie every day. I guess he washes it 
every night. OK, so it is wishful thinking! Byrom on the other hand, wears a black bow tie all the 
time and a white shirt. He is much younger about 24. He wants to be a bodyguard. He has lived 
here all his life and has never traveled outside the province. The test was on! Andy and I placed a 
complicated order of juice, black tea, fried eggs and ham, toast and jam to be served all at the 
same time. It worked! Only one mistake, we got some other flavor tea that was quickly replaced. 
We have Americanized them; Yahoo! We compliment them and left a 4 DM tip. They don’t 
expect tips here. Not customary in this part of the world. A schoolteacher here makes 200 DM a 
month. That is about $100 a month to live on. So, you can see if we leave a tip of 2DM each 
($2.00) that’s big bucks to them. We decided to walk up the Dragadon Steps back to the ranch 
but first I went to check on the corner bakery to see what time they opened in the morning. I 
have been scheming to setup a coffee and pastry table in the basement at the school and sell to 
the instructors and recruits on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays during our morning briefings. 
The profits will go into the purchase of instructor training materials. I want to run this buy the 
director, Steve Bennett, before I jump off the diving board. They are almost out of erasable pens, 
flip charts, overheads, etc. 1am worried that I might be stepping on the Albanian who runs a 
coffee shop on the first floor. He sells crappy coffee in very small cups but that’s the way things 
are here. I am sure the instructors would jump on a good full-size cup of Maxwell House coffee 
and some fresh pastries in the morning. We are always wheeling and dealing. It reminds me of 
my days in the Marines. We always found a way to make life a bit more comfortable even under 
the most adverse conditions. Some of the other instructors have labeled us the American Mafia. 
We always manage to have a vehicle, eat gourmet meals, and are one up on everyone in 
intelligence gathering that gives us the edge in our planning strategies, and now we have a cell 
phone. They are all saying, what next? It is so simple; we are a goal-oriented group that derives 
its strength in the unity of numbers for a common cause. There are other groups that share a 
house but each member is operating independently of the other. 


Back at the ranch, Andy decided to sit on the porch and read a book and I took to tapping on the 
laptop. It is a really nice day today. It is almost 2 PM now and we still have power but no water. 
The landlord shut off the pump so that means we can’t clean the bathrooms, wash up the dishes, 
etc. He is really tight with a buck! The place needs a good cleaning. We are becoming our own 
worst enemies and putting ourselves at risk by not taking better care of this place. There is too 
much trash in the kitchen and it is filthy dirty. Next week we go into high gear and will be 
working 7 days a week for some of us. The new recruit class will get a lot of attention for 
orientation etc. I am always thinking ahead and concerned about health issues in this place. I 
need to give them a push to make a schedule that will get the bathrooms, living room and kitchen 
up to speed. We are all responsible for our own rooms. If we can’t come up with a plan, I will 
suggest we hire someone to do it for us. Well, I can always threaten to stop cooking. We just get 
lazy at times and when there is no power, it is useless to try and clean. We need to address the 
problem very soon. Tonight, is happy hour on the 9" floor of OSCE. I think we will all make a 
cameo appearance for intelligence gathering and go out to eat somewhere nearby. 
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I am at least talking better today! Andy has some great CD-ROMS. It’s nice to listen to music I 
can understand while working on the laptop. The radio is filled with a lot of ethnic music that 
none of us appreciate or understand. It is amazing how a simple tune can remind me of some 
special event we shared together. We share so many wonderful memories and I really treasure 
them. Yeah, I know, last of the romantics. Well, I don’t care! 


I noticed I have only three more doses of this antibiotic left. Hope I get rid of this monster. 


I just helped Andy make a cell phone call. No one home, so he left a message on the answer 
machine. 


I can’t wait to get the hell out of here! The seating assignments were music to my ears this 
morning. Well, tomorrow I will compose e-mail to Chris. I want to see what you have to say 
first. I just realized I don’t have his e-mail address and by the time you receive this you will be 
gone. That is if US Air is not on strike. I will listen to voice of America tomorrow to find out. 


Dennis, Andy and I have decided to talk about how to approach John and his drinking problem. 
This is a tough one for all of us. I will let you know how it all turns out. In discussions with 
Andy today we decided it might be wise to set it up so that he understands we are his support 
group and his problem remains safe with us as long he agrees to do something to correct it. We 
need to share our concerns with him in a way that allows him to provide the solution and 
removes the risk to him as well as all of us. We expect denial, and we are not sure how to deal 
with it. We need to talk more and get Dennis involved. It is hard as he is out at the school all day 
today. This is depressing; I need to stop! See you later alligator! I love you very much and 
always will! 


Love — Jay 


5: 00 PM - The WEEFOR are all assembled in the War Room (living room) and I brought up the 
issue of the cleaning. We agreed we should look into the possibility of maid service at least once 
a week. 

All of us decided to go to the happy hour at OSCE headquarters tonight. John did not want to go. 
He was already into the Johnny Walker Red again and the light was bothering his eyes. Need I 
say more? I went to see the landlord’s son, Genc Berisha to tell him to bring a copy of his 
completed employment application to us so we can submit it at KPSS. He has a better chance of 
getting an interview there. We also asked him if he could recommend someone to help with the 
cleaning and he agreed to look for someone for us. 


We circulated a bit at the OSCE happy hour and didn’t learn anything we already didn’t know. 
Everyone is pretty disappointed in the organization and how things are being run. I saw Herb and 
dragged him over to our table where we were having shrimp and chips (fries) and a few beers. 
He mentioned to us that we were not paid combat pay in our basic living allowance (BLA) but it 
had been approved and it will be retroactive in the next invoice. My guess is about $700 extra. 
Brad Stevens came by and we were chatting and he thanked me for returning the newspaper 
clippings I had scanned. I asked him how Mother Theresa Blvd. got its name. He said she was 
born here in Pristina and was a Serbian. Now that blew my socks off. 





WEEFOR Page 86 


Let me illustrate poor organization. Andy had picked up John’s BLA while we were in 
headquarters this morning with a signature authorization from John, Andy signed for it. John 
shows up at the ranch a few hours later with his BLA in hand. So, John got paid twice! However, 
he returned the money and the clerk was very grateful to say the least. It would have probably 
taken years to discover the error. 

Herb told us in great 

y detail about the 

armory that use to be a 
Serbian Police Station. 
He is going to take 
some photos of this 
torture palace. He said 
CIVPOL use it to store 
the weapons used by 
the recruits. He got a 
real eyeful upon 
returning from the 
range to return the 
weapons. I will let the 
photos speak for 
themselves. 





The really dangerous part is that the CIVPOL are mainly made up of Nigerians, and a few other 
African nations who have no regard for human rights and would shoot you as soon as look at 
you. The storage facility for the weapons is a dungeon deep in the basement that was obviously 
used to torture prisoners. The only reason you can see Herb in 
this picture is because of the flash. The grate in the rear of the 
room is the only light source. 


Herb will be over tomorrow morning with some more meds 
for me. I invited him to join us for breakfast. Dennis and 
Andy are working and John will drive them to the school. 
That leaves John and me to clean up this place up. I hope 
there is hot water to wash the bathrooms and kitchen 
tomorrow. 


We got back to the ranch about 9:30 PM and Dennis hit the 
sack and Andy and I watched CNN until 10 PM. John was 
already asleep. I wanted to make these entries before I forget 
them. I popped some more pills and I am just about ready to 
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call it a day. I can’t believe we still have power. I am feeling better but not out of the woods yet. 
What I can’t understand is why these people don’t understand German. The TV is full of German 
movies, etc. In fact, we have not been able to find an American movie channel or any other 
English-speaking stations other than BBC World News, and CNN. So where do they learn 
English? They all claim from TV, very puzzling. 

I think I will pack it in and worry about changing this bandage tomorrow. I hope you have a safe 
trip. I will be thinking of you for sure. Be sure to take pictures. God, I miss you terribly! I miss 
my hugs and snugs too! 


Love - Jay 


Saturday March 25, 2000 - Conferencing 


Hello Toots, 
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I slept through the night and did not get up until 6 am! This medication is working! I feel better 
and talking better too. I made cinnamon pancakes for the boys. Andy and Dennis are working 
today. I re-bandaged my thumb with Andy’s help before they left. They left about 8 AM. John 
and I were to clean the place up. John did the dishes and went to bed. He said he would do the 
upstairs bath later as he wasn’t feeling good. I cleaned the downstairs bath and kitchen as best I 
could with what I had. I wore my vinyl gloves to protect my thumb. I washed the stove, cabinets, 
refrigerator, floor, garbage pail, and anything else that looked suspect. I fixed up the War Room 
so it looked like people lived here rather than wild animals. I just got finished and Herb showed 
up with Jim Booth and Gary Fudge, so I served coffee and the leftover pancakes and they 

P cleaned up. Herb gave me 
some medications for my 
throat etc. They stayed about 
an hour looking at photos 
etc. and left. It was good to 
see them plus it gave me a 
break. Cleaning this place is 
_ achore. 





It is after 11 AM now and 
John is still in bed. I don’t 
think John does real work! 
Well, I plan to leave the 
upstairs bath for him. I guess 
I will wander down to 
OSCE and e-mail 
yesterday’s log (3/24/00) even though you won’t get to see it until your return. Just think of the 
pile of mail you will have when you get back! 


I think I better go shave and see about buying a broom and dustpan and brush. All I had was a 
sponge mop to work with for the floor. It worked but not very well. It’s too nice to say indoors. It 
is overcast but warm out. Outside is warmer than the inside of this place. I cleaned up my room 
today and went to do the wash, but no power. It is the most frustrating place. I could do it by 
hand in my red basin but I am too tired and there is no energy left in me to do it. If the machine 
was available, let the machine do it. No such luck! 


I will finish this later. 


It’s 2:30 PM and I just returned from beautiful downtown Pristina, otherwise known as Mad Max 
City. I was able to find a broom but no dustpan and brush. 

I had lunch at Edi’s and made a stop to check my e-mail at OSEC. One of my students is 
complaining that he can’t get information on civilian police academies. Like all students they 
wait until the last moment to do their work and tell me about their other priorities. It is such a 
waste of time. The entire course was posted before I left for Kosovo, no excuse. 





WEEFOR Page 89 


The best part is I forgot if I sent you the attached file or not during the session. Oh well, I can 
send it again. I asked Monty to get me some patches again as he did not respond to my first e- 
mail. 


John is doing the bathroom. I can’t believe it. I noted the Johnny Walker Red Label at the same 
level as when I left. I hope he does a good job. 


I decided to read a book given to me by Andy called Real Justice by Ted Wachtel, co-author of 
“Tough Love”. He has a website www.realjustice.org and 
he is located in Bethlehem, PA 18016-0299. (610) 807- 
POLICE 9221 or Fax (610) 807-0423. In short, this book covers the 


ACCOUNTABILITY application of conferencing between victims and offenders 
where emotions play a major role in gaining an 


CONFERENCING FOR understanding of how each side is affected by the bad 
JUVENILE OFFENDERS _ behavior of others providing a means for forgiveness and 


a mutually agreeable resolution is reached. The shame 

An Innovative Solution to principal comes into play. I have long been an advocate of 

Delinquent Behavior the concept. Out of all he criminal justice theories for the 
causation of crime and programs to reduce crime none 
have really worked as effectively as the shame principal 
and restorative justice. I would like to contact this 
individual and talk more in-depth on the subject. I think 
what is missing to make this a successful program is a 
national formal study by a university or the Department of 
Justice to give it real credibility. His book offers a series 
of success stories but no formal studies and suggests a 
simplistic logic of why “Real Justice “works. Wow it is 
after SPM, the rest of the team should be crashing in the 
front door soon. Andy has had contact with Ted and they 
have had some sessions in Minnesota. It is called different 
names by different people and each has its own twist to it 
but the results are the same. It is being used 
experimentally by schools, and even in prison. 








PRESENTING: 


Internationally award-winning 
process recognized for the 
prevention of juvenile crime 


I wonder if Alan Appel would be interested in this 
program. I don’t know if you remember him. He is the 
Director of Inmate Services at Philadelphia Prison. I have 
had him as a guest speaker for my classes from time to 
time at MCCC. 





Andy is thinking of trying a session with John in addressing the alcohol problem with Andy as 
the facilitator since he has done this before. This is a new twist for the Real Justice theory. The 
next question is when and where. It has to be voluntary on all parties concerned and they have 
the right to terminate participation at will according to the format I read in the book. Well, I will 
leave it to Andy to work out the details. Better close for now. Give my regards to Elvis while 
your there. I hope you will get some time to do the sights. — Love Jay 
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The WEEFOR wanted spaghetti so I had the sauce, boiled water and 15 minutes later dinner was 
served. John has just about finished the Johnny Walker Red. We all had a beer. 


We collected rent money, kitty money for food and decided to go send e-mails at Headquarters 
and food shop at Arti’s. John said he wanted to stay behind have another drink and watch TV 
and go to bed. 


I resent the 24"" of March log just to be safe. I got to thinking about the box I sent from the Army 
base. Did that box ever show up? 


Arti’s did not have any of the spices I bought from them 2 weeks ago. Not even salt. I will wait 
and see what comes in next week. The power went out at 8 PM on our way back to the ranch. 
Fortunately, my battery on the laptop is fully charged. 


Andy kind of tested the water with John a little to see his reaction tonight. John was coughing his 
head off and Andy asked, "Why don’t you take some Nyquil?” John replied, “It doesn’t work on 
me anymore.” Andy retorted, ““You’re not supposed to take it with alcohol.” John said, 
“Bullshit”, with gusto. That ended the conversation. 


Later I brought up the incident and we agreed, denial will be his response and we may have to 
replace John, probably with Herb. The new problem is scheduling. We are all working nutty 
hours during next week. We need to find a day when we are all together. The pressure for John 
to perform will be really on next week. I wonder how he will handle it. I believe he is both 
psychologically and physiologically dependent upon the alcohol. Needless to say, the Johnny 
Walker Red is almost gone. He will be working on the vodka tomorrow. None of us are happy 
about having to talk to him about his problem. Dennis is very weak and really wants no part of 
this but realizes he must be part of the discussion. Andy, I think can handle it, as he is calm and 
cool and experienced as a result of the Real Justice encounters. As for me, I just want it to be 
over and move on. I have no patients for alcoholics. I had enough of alcoholics to last a lifetime. 
It will be hard for me to contain my anger but I will restrain myself and pleasantly say goodbye 
John. He will be working tomorrow and has to return the Pajaro. Let’s see what happens. 


I am feeling better and breathing through my nose now! Yahoo! I still have to blow it but not as 
often. I finished all my antibiotics but I will keep up the 1500 mg. of vitamin C and the Sudafed 
until it runs out. Wow, 9:30 PM already. I am a regular chatty Cathy tonight. My thumb is doing 
OK I just have to be careful. I figured out how to change the dressing myself without help. Not 
bad. 


We noted the warm evening during our shopping spree and wondered if we have passed the 
turning point for cold weather? I hate cold! It’s nice not to wear gloves to bed! I am kidding! But 
it has crossed my mind a few times. It gets really cold here. 


I leave the cell phone plugged in and on standby now in anticipation of your voice. The only 
problem is the phone is in the War Room down stairs and I am upstairs and won’t hear it at 
night. Maybe I will take it up here and plug it in after we all retire for the night. During the day I 
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carry it with me in standby mode. I am wondering where you are and what you’re doing right 
now. I bet your staff all thinks I am nuts being here. I am beginning to wonder about that myself. 


I think I am losing weight here? Maybe because I am so sick and don’t want to eat. I had very 
little pasta tonight. Or could it be that the Dragadon Steps is taking its toll on me plus climbing 
the 9 floors at headquarters? You got it, no elevator. It wasn’t working long before I got here and 
there doesn’t seem to be a priority on fixing it either. 


I guess you have been seeing the entire hubbub about the anniversary of the NATO bombing on 
TV. They were in a high state of alert here anticipating some kind of revolt or something. 
Nothing happened! I finally got a map and calculated that the police school is about 7 or 8 miles 
from Mitrovica where all the action is going on. Not a comfy feeling. 


The new recruit class hits on Monday and it will be two long days of orientation for us as well as 
for them. Actually, Iam looking forward to it. A wild ride for sure. I better quit and tuck myself 
in for the night. Smile, I love you more each day © 


March 26, 2000 Sunday — The Logging camp 
Well Toots, 


It is just after midnight into a new day. I did not take my Sudafed and here I am tapping on the 
keyboard again. I went to the kitchen and got some orange juice and popped one pill to get back 
to sleep. Boy, Andy is snoring away! I can hear him with the door closed. I think I will use word 
art and make a sign for his door; “ Revering Logging Camp — Enter at your own risk.” The 
power came back during the night but I still do not have heat in this room, however it is 
comfortable. 


- = a: : 


I know I am being bad; just having fun. Humor is the key to survival here. We do know how to 
have fun. I am going back to bed to get some z’s. Andy is into K-9’s units. 





6 AM — It is now Eastern Daylight-Saving Time. Just love it! We all had showers and a cold 
cereal breakfast. John and Andy are off to proctor exams at the KPSS. Dennis and I did some 
shopping. I found an apron, dishcloths and real handkerchiefs for my very tender nose. I bought 
a bootleg 2-CD-ROM set of “Elvis Gold” 40 songs for $10.00. The only place you can buy 
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legitimate CD-ROM’s is the PX. Anything else is a pirated copy. For example, I can buy Coral 
Draw version 9, which is 3 CD’s for 30 DM or $15.00. That is about a $500 program in the U.S. 
I got an e-mail from Chris and one from Alice today. All is well. Boy, it is already after 4 PM. I 
plan to do grilled cheese and tomato tonight. More daylight hours, yes! All in all, it has been a 
nice Sunday afternoon. I put signs on all the doors that identify each person and their title. They 
will get a kick out of it. I found someone at headquarters today that printed them for me. It is a 
shame they are not in color. Elvis sounds great! I will do a nap and then dinner. Wait until they 
see my apron! We do a lot of walking here. See you later alligator. 


Monday March 27, 2000 Mafia Parking 


Well Toots seems John is really sick. He went to bed with no dinner, no medication, and most 
importantly, no bottle. He stayed in bed and the rest of us had cold cereal and drove to the 
school. On the way we noticed that there was a line of cars that stretched for five miles or more. 
We later learned that they were in line to get their cars registered. The deadline is the end of 
March any unregistered vehicles after that will be impounded. There is a hell of a lot of stolen 
cars all over the place. There are cars everywhere with no plates at all. It should be very 
interesting when they start impounding cars. I envision shots being fired on this one. 


My class has 30 Albanian recruits of which 3 are women, several are former police officers and 
with substantial years of service. Orientation is going well despite the disorganization. We 
actually start teaching on Wednesday. I made my standard introduction, as did Jim Booth. I got a 
picture of him. He was a State Parkway Cop on Long Island and also taught in the high school in 
Plainview. I think we will be a good team as we both have teaching experience and speak 
English. Many “instructors” have no teaching experience and are merely assigned by their 
government to the mission. The French are the most difficult to understand. Their expertise in 
defensive tactics is excellent but speaking is unintelligible for the most part. I am amazed that the 
language assistants do so well with them. We talked about performance objectives then it 
dawned on me that maybe they didn’t know what they are. I interrupted Jim and posed the 
question, he jumped on it. Sure enough, nobody knew what they were so Jim bounced it back to 
me to explain it. So, I did. They got it! 


I got to speak to Nigel Starling about my proposal for the coffee shop on briefing days and asked 
that he bounce it off Steve Bennett, the director. It was well received and in fact they will donate 
the coffee to the cause. As far as the Albanian coffee shop goes, there attitude is tough, he 
doesn’t even pay rent for the space he has. I also explained my proposal to get instructor 
materials from the IPA and they love it! They said they will facilitate the shipping process and 
we will get a permanent vehicle to run our operation. It will have to be through the military post 
office in order to get it in the country. 

They said it will not be problem and they will make the necessary contacts to set it up when the 
time comes. The WEEFOR are gaining recognition rapidly. I asked Nigel if it were possible to 
change our schedules so the WEEFOR would all have the same working days on and off to 
facilitate maximum use of the vehicle. He said he would look into it and get back to us. I ran into 
Brad Stevens, Acting Deputy Director and Head of Instruction, the number two man in the chain 
of command here, and ran the proposals by him. I informed him Nigel would be contacting him 
on the subject as well. He loved it! The WEEFOR is in full swing for sure. We are going to offer 
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American coffee and local pastry from a bakery that opens at 7 AM daily here in Pristina. I 
already started negotiations for a cut rate for volume purchases. Just bring your own mug and we 
supply the rest. It will provide immediate cash to purchase some of the training materials and 
supplies that they need so desperately. 


They will all go into cardiac arrest when they find out I am leaving in May. I was pleased with 
my progress today so I decided to head for OSCE in Pristina at lunchtime to get some photos 
scanned. There was no need for me to remain at the school since there was nothing going on 
during orientation that Jim couldn’t handle. Jim gave me his blessing and said have fun. 


I got the photos done and sent Chris E-mail. I went to Edi’s for lunch where Byrom treated me 
like gold. I then caught the duty driver for ride back to the WEEFOR Ranch. Normally, I would 
have walked but it was raining. The rain helps keep the air pollution down. 


John has bronchitis. He refused my offer to make him something to eat or drink and returned to 
bed. The Johnny Walker Red is at the same level as yesterday. That’s a good sign. He has some 
antibiotic and other medication that Doc Martin gave him. So, I left him alone. 


My thumb is acting up a tad. [ really took a woodchip size chunk of skin off the inside curve 
area. It will take quite a while to heal. I changed the dressing last night and it looked terrible but 
, . ~.<-s Clean. It is a good thing you packed all 

— the stuff you did. It is sure not going to 
waste here. It is already 4:30 PM. I will 
quit for now. I now need to find the 
person at headquarters who has the color 
printer tomorrow. After all the work to 
get the color photos scanned I may as 
well try to get them printed in color. Yup, 
wheeling and dealing again. See you 
later. 





Here is a cute story for you. Last night 
we went to get some light bulbs and, on the way, out there were two men standing by our Pajaro. 
I walked around them and as we all started to get in the vehicle the man was trying to 
communicate something to me. None of us really understood what he was talking about. We got 
bits and pieces in what we believed to be French. He said something about wanting us to park in 
a different direction instead of along the curb. Then we realized what he was trying to do. 

He was trying to arrange all the cars on the street to get as many as he could in a parking lot 
formation so he could charge 100 DM a month for parking. I told him no-way. It was a public 
street not his property and he could not charge us for parking. We were blocking his opportunity 
for other cars to pull up on to his property. Now he tried to negotiate a lower price. Again, we 
told him we don’t pay for parking since we have a garage and goodbye. Obviously, he is Mafia 
looking for a handout. I need to get a photo of the area where we park when we have a vehicle. 
You will laugh. 





WEEFOR Page 94 


Jim Booth told me cute story today. He said after the NATO bombing here five people showed 
up with papers claiming ownership of the OSCE Headquarters building. Needless to say, they 
were all forged documents. The Serbians destroyed the ownership papers upon exiting the 
province. Everything was burned. This building was a bank (Bank A. Kreditore SH, A.) before 
the bombing. There are hustlers here of every magnitude. Mr. Sun just arrived and sort of 
playing hide and seek today. It is a bit chili today and we could use the sunshine. Well, I need to 
get some wash going. See you later. 


Dennis arrived and we had a snack of cookies and beer. John got up and joined the conversation 
to see what was going on out at the school and then returned to bed. It was 6:30 PM before Andy 
finally arrived and we decided to eat out at a local café. It was OK but nothing to brag about. The 
food here is very poor quality. They are still in the dark ages when it comes to cooking. They 
import everything except garbage. They manufacture nothing except concrete and the Kosovo 
crud! 


During dinner the power went out as usual and restaurant (Bllok-Paragon) generator kicked in. 
After dinner we strolled along the narrow muddy streets with flashlights in hand hoping not to be 
swallowed by a pothole or an open manhole. They steal the manhole covers for some strange 
reason. What they do with them, no one knows. We returned to the ranch and made an effort to 
pay the rent but no one was home. So, we retired to our rooms and its only 8:30PM. The 
computer battery is fully charged so I can continue to write for at least another two hours. 


My clothes are in the last cycle of the washer. I will gamble the power returns long enough to 
finish them. I have been trying to wash my bath towel for three days to get the blood out of it. 
When I took a shower, the dressing got wet and the blood ran on the towel. Long story short, I 
have no towel for the shower tomorrow morning if the power doesn’t return. To use this mini 
washer, we ran an extension cord from the bathroom to another bedroom where we did have 
power. The utility company doesn’t provide a full load so we get enough power in certain rooms 
to do some things but not other things and no power in other rooms at all or some power in each 
room. It is the damnedest thing you ever saw. So, we have extension cords running all over the 
place from room to room to compensate for heat and light in deficient areas. Sort of like a giant 
spider web. 


I decided to change the date of my letter to SAIC to read April 10, 2000 rather than April 1. I 
wanted to make sure it was not interpreted as an April fool’s day joke. Besides, I want to make 
sure everything I started is in place before I pull the cork. 


How is the conference going? By now you are having a cocktail or two munching on lobster or 
something equally as good. Enjoy yourself you earned it! I think I will quit and go listen to 
Voice of America (VOA). It’s 8:45 PM and the Ranch is so still you can hear the air pollution 
falling from the sky. 


I blew the boys away today when I showed them my handy work with the computer using their 
scanned pictures and placing them in a word document with some word art text. They want me to 
print them of course. That is on my to-do list for tomorrow. 
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I just have to track down where that color printer is located. I see evidence of it on the walls at 
OSCE all the time. 


I got Jessie Nations paper today. I need to review it tomorrow. I better write a note so I don’t 
forget. That’s it for tonight Toots. Another day closer to hugs and snugs. 


Wow, power returned 9:30 PM — got to get my wash out and hang it up to dry. I guessed right 
this time. If my towel dries by morning I can use it but somehow, I don’t think it will. 


One last item, Andy sold his house and will be moving to Arizona. He got through on the cell 
phone. 


Love, Jay 
Tuesday March 28, 2000 — National Guard Lost and Found 
Hi Toots, 


As promised, I am back! I strolled down to Pristina after breakfast and hunted down the color 
printer. The photos printed great! The boys will get a kick out of them. I hopped he 10 AM 
shuttle to the school. The roads were clogged same as yesterday. Auto registration is big business 
this week. The duty river gave me an interesting tidbit about the population. He said that just 
over 70% of the people are under the age of 27 here. When I got to the school I asked Jim 
Booth to confirm what the driver said, he did. That is an incredible statistic! 


Orientation was good today. We learned a lot about the individual students. We then let them 
hold elections to determine a class captain and three squad leaders. We wanted to get them in the 
mode of being democratic. The day flew by. Dinesh Takkar, Lead Instructor, pulled me out of 
class today. This is Nigel Starling’s boss. Nigel is the Deputy Instructor. I will have to go back to 
get a look at his nametag to get the spelling. It’s right! He told me that we were being given a 
permanent vehicle with some conditions. Basically, it had to be garaged or in a secure fenced 
area. Further, it had to be returned each morning by 9:00 AM in the event they needed it for 
some other duty. We get to keep it on the weekends as long as there is no need for its use. He 
said, “I know you guys will take care of the vehicle as you always do.” 

It is amazing how a little TLC of a vehicle can get you such big dividends. John gets the credit 
for this one! I told him we wanted it assigned it to our Minister of Transportation, John Coyne. 
They knew John and had no problem with it. Dinesh said all we had to do is give him a letter 
saying it was garaged and we could write it. I told him we were already legitimately obtaining a 
note from the landlord. Dinesh Thakkar said they already wrote a memo granting permission for 
assignment of a vehicle to us. So, all is well, we travel in style now. I grabbed Dennis and told 
him and he was amazed. Then bouncing back to class I ran into Lt. Colonel Kent Shepard on the 
stairs. He is the UMNIK liaison Officer with his office on the third floor of OSCE. Andy has 
been chasing him for a week trying to find out where is hometown National Guard unit is 
located. Although we were going in opposite directions on the stairs we exchanged the 
information in a matter of seconds without missing a step. Needless to say, this was going to be 
ammunition to taunt Andy with when I got back to the WEEFOR Ranch. 
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I went to pick up the vehicle at 4:30 PM but there was a problem. The one designated for us 
didn’t show up and the one they had was being given to Tony Maslin, a Brit, as he had to work 
late. So, a long story short, we will pick one up tomorrow. I am teaching in the afternoon on 
Wednesday, off Thursday, teaching 2 hrs. in the morning and three hours in afternoon on Friday, 
and three hours on Saturday morning. Not a bad schedule. We work with the same recruits all the 
way through the now 8-week program. Not a good idea but the UN and OSCE are anxious to put 
cops on the street. In fact, you really have to screw up pretty badly to get dumped out of this 
school. 


I got a ride back to the Ranch with our lead instructor Eric, Pinto. He is a French Captain and 
seems to be well organized but speaks to softly. 

Neither, Jim or I can make out 
what he is saying. Jim reads his 
lips. I gave up and just yes him 
to death. I don’t think he has 
taught before. 


I cooked up the leftover tuna 
noodle casserole and had some 
snacks. Dennis finally arrived 
with Herb and they also had 
leftovers. Herb had grilled 
cheese and tomato. 


After dinner it was agreed that 
Herb would move in and fill a 
hole when Dennis and I left. A 
perfect fit. It was also concluded that John would not last a year here after we left. We did not 
mention John’s drinking problem to Herb. I wonder if we did the right thing. 





Andy brought back a new Mag light for me from the Norwegian PX to replace the one I lost. He 
also got me a pair of pants with cargo pockets, but they didn’t fit. 


Our coffee pot died this morning so our plan is to try and get a replacement at the Norwegian PX 
tomorrow. It is probably the one place in all of Pristina that provides receipts for things and we 
didn’t keep one. 


Passed Brad Smith in the hallway today and asked if we were in the coffee business yet. He said, 
“Not yet but it’s in the works.” 


John is doing better today and did have a bite to eat. He did not touch the bottle either. So that 
means he is not physically dependent upon alcohol. A good sign! Well, I learned he didn’t see 
Martin as I thought. “Doc Martin was out of town”, John said. John seemed pleased with the 
other doctor and the antibiotics seem to be working. 
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It’s after 10 PM all ready and I am tired! My towel dried like cardboard but I took a shower 
anyway this morning. I discovered that my towel could be folded into a variety of different 
shapes without it falling down. The triangle is the best! What a place! 


I wrote the letter for the landlord’s signature and I got to get to a printer tomorrow. It was one of 
those last-minute items with 2 sentences that will get the job done. 


Abdulla Shabani # 1 
Dragadon II 


March 29, 2000 
To Whom It May Concern: 


This letter is to inform you that permission has been granted to the tenants of my home for the 
use of my garage located at the above address for the parking of OSCE vehicles. 


Sincerely, 


Shemsedin Breisha 
Owner 


I hung up all the color photos in the War Room after dinner and the boys all want to take 
pictures. I talked to Andy about John a bit and asked him if he was miffed because I was able to 
accomplish what he said I could not do. The obvious answer is yes! Less bullshit and more 
positive action on his part would be nice. 


I told Andy to stick to being a police chief and not try to be a detective as he was no good at it! I 
rubbed his nose in the fact that I was able to get the location of his National Guard unit in 
seconds and he couldn’t get a response in three days. We laughed and had a Coke. Roger Rabbit 
does it again. 


Let me go to bed, I am falling asleep at the computer. Dennis wants to use the cell phone again. I 
told him to keep it in the living room I am going to hit the hay. 


WAR 


Q 


Night all! 


Love Jay 







WEEFOR 








Wednesday March 29, 2000 - Dennis Announces April 3 Departure 
Hello Toots, 





WEEFOR Page 100 


First day of teaching and the subject is “human rights.” Well, Andy and I made the 8 AM bus to 
the school and had a breakfast of tea and cookies when we arrived. Why we came so early, I 
don’t know, as I don’t ‘ 
teach until after lunch. 
The trip here was the 
same as yesterday, miles 
of bumper-to-bumper 
traffic because of vehicle 
registrations. We arrived 
to watch the recruits 
getting their first lesson 
in military close order 
drill. It was quite 
interesting as it is a 
combination of both 
British and American 
commands. Rather weird 
if you ask me. We 
should have a video camera for this stuff. I noted the rest of our teaching team (Jim and Eric) 
was also on hand. So, I guess I am not the only early bird. Jim and I did all the teaching. Eric 
Pinto, a French Captain, is our team leader and did none. I think he wants to see if we know what 
we are doing. It was interesting to note that the class did not understand what was meant by 
performance objectives. So, I gave them an example and they got it. My strategy was to put the 
performance objectives on the board and leave space for them to add notes. They have no 
textbooks so they must take copious notes. I then go through each topic in detail until all the 
objectives were completed and summarize. It worked well and kept us on track. I used as many 
demonstrations as could as they grasp the ideas faster and it makes for better interaction with the 
class. They like to be challenged. I use the “what if” scenarios to stimulate there thinking. 





o---_ 


Before class Andy and I were having tea and cookies in the General Policing room and I 
mentioned to him that Greg Varga might also be a good replacement for when I leave. So, we 
called him over to join us and interviewed him without him realizing it. We found out he is a 
grill man! The WEEFOR won’t starve. He has a nice personality and a sense of humor about 
him. He currently lives down the hill from us in Dragadon with Martha Findley and the Brits. He 
seems like a real good candidate. 


On the ride out Andy told me that Dennis is really upset because the work schedule had him 
doing a very heavy load in comparison to the rest of the team. He is the only American in with 
the group of French and Brits who he claims don’t like him because he is an American, and a 
retired cop. The inference is he is not a real cop. 

Andy and I worked out four possible strategies he could use to remedy the situation but by the 
time he arrived at the school he told us he is pulling the plug and going and going 
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home Monday April 3". The decision was made last ae on the cell phone with his wife. I think 
he is actually more homesick that he wants us to fe | 

know. Even if we conspired to pull him out of 
the defensive tactics group it would have made 
no difference. His mind is made up and that’s 
all there is to it. So, we will be loyal to the end 
and facilitate his departure. He wants to go to 
Camp Bondsteel and send a couple of boxes 
home on Saturday. We will drive him to Skopje 
on Sunday where he will stay in a hotel and 
then get a ride to the airport on Monday 
morning. The dye is cast! The WEEFOR are 
now the WEETHREE. We need to get in touch 
with Herb and see if he wants to move over 
here. Dennis and Herb will have to work out 
their own financials as the rent here is already 
paid. Dennis said Gary Costello was very 
understanding and offered to help make the 
reservations for him. Dennis had already done 
that with his wife on the phone. Believe it or not 
there is a long list back at SAIC of people who 
want to come here. So, it’s no problem for them 
to fill a vacancy. They are all after the big 
bucks. 





Well, I will now submit my letter as my hand is 
forced by Arena, Gary’s office assistant, who 
came to my class room and asked me point blank how long I intended to stay. I told her I would 
give Gary a letter tomorrow. 


We finished up at 4:30 PM at the school and made it back with the shuttle. I turned down the 
Pajaro, as it had to be back by 8:00 AM on Thursday. I am off tomorrow and not jumping out of 
bed to return a vehicle. The only reason I wanted it was to make sure Dennis had transportation 
to the school in the morning so he wouldn’t have to make the 7:30 AM shuttle which is now that 
is a moot point since Dennis will be packing tomorrow and not going to the school. However, we 
do need to secure a vehicle for the weekend to take care of the trip to Bondsteel on Saturday and 
get him to Skopje on Sunday. Andy will talk to Dinesh tomorrow about a vehicle. It should be no 
problem. We did get a note signed by the landlord giving us use of the garage. So that gets us a 
semi-permanent vehicle as we have proof of secure overnight storage. This also indicates that 
John was right and we were wrong about the landlord having a generator in the garage and not 
sharing it with us. 

He obviously would have never given us permission to use the garage if had one and wanted to 
keep quiet about it. Believe it or not a Pajaro does get stolen now and then despite all the locks 
etc. 
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I will have to cut a deal with Jim Booth so I can get Saturday off to go to Bondsteel with the 
boys. It is only a three-hour class in the morning and our French Captain hasn’t taught yet. Jim 
and I have decided to work together since Eric is not supplying any leadership or direction at the 
moment. We don’t know what to make of it. 


We got back to the Ranch and John was up and looking better. He said Gary was over to see him. 
He was concerned that he might have to be sent home. He got a tour of the place and left without 
ever mentioning Dennis’s departure. 


Dennis finally showed up with his friend from defensive tactics, Dennis Stillwell and joined us 
for a beer and plain old gossip of the day. It was then that I learned why John is trying to stay for 
a year. 


He is getting killed on taxes as he has no deductions and the first 74K here is tax-free if you stay 
at least 330 consecutive days in one calendar year. So, he knows that he can’t be sick or they will 
ship him home like it or not. He has had bronchitis before and has to be very careful and he 
knows that. In Dennis’s case he doesn’t worry about money and hasn’t worked in 4 years since 
his retirement from the department. This place is pure anxiety for him and he really can’t handle 
it. He makes everyone around him anxious as well. All the same, he is still a nice guy and honest 
as the day is long. We all have our faults. 


I decided it was time to eat and announced I was going to town to have dinner, as all I had all 
day was cookies and tea. John declined; the Dragon Steps are too much for him. Dennis was too 
tired so that left Andy and me to do the town. I could tell John and Dennis were disappointed I 
was not cooking. I was too tired to be bothered and there wasn’t anything all that good to cook 
accept Chinese food. I was not in the mood for Chinese either. I spoiled them! Well, this is your 
wakeup call! I decided that when I am working the afternoon shift they would have to fend for 
themselves, as I will not return to cook for them too. There are seldom any leftovers as they eat 
everything in sight. 


Andy and I went to “DoRa’s” for dinner it’s very close to the OSCE building. Andy had veal on 
a skewer. I ordered American chicken well done. 


And we asked that the salad be brought first. The waiter said yes, and we got the salad and the 
main course together. I couldn’t believe it! My chicken was still pink and did not eat it. I shared 
Andy’s shish-a-bob instead. I told the waiter I would not pay for the dinner, as it was not cooked. 
He offered to take it back and have it cooked some more but I declined. So, I enjoyed the salad 
and half of Andy’s dinner and a coke. The dinner was removed from the bill. We left and went to 
the bakery on the corner and had a treat but they didn’t serve coffee only lemon aid. Boy is this 
place frustrating. So, we finished eating the pastry and went two doors down to Edi’s to have the 
coffee. Is this nuts or what? It was now about 9:00 PM and we headed over to OSCE 
headquarters building to call for a duty driver. 

She arrived to take us back to the Ranch and I offered her 30 marks to drive up the Dragadon 
Steps in 13.5 seconds or less. She went hysterical laughing. Who says Albanians don’t 
understand American humor? 





WEEFOR Page 103 


Andy just came in and offered to buy my computer before I leave. He is enjoying the computer 
so much and sending e-mails like crazy from across the street because it is so convenient. God, I 
hate to part with this one. I guess I could buy another one when I get home. If I tried to send him 
a laptop, it would be almost impossible and probably get stolen. I told him I would think about it. 
He intends to stay the six months and this is really the ideal item to have to keep your sanity. He 
likes the idea of composing off line and sending attached files like I do to you. He doesn’t like 
Dennis’s laptop (Sony) as it is too heavy and not as powerful as mine. It doesn’t have a lot of the 
programs I have, like PowerPoint, etc. that Andy really wants to learn. Dennis’s laptop is old 
architecture to begin with but it works and that’s all that counts in place like this. 


Wow, it’s after 11 PM and I am still awake! I still have this nagging cough and can’t shake it. I 
have never been so sick for so long in my life until I got here. 


The 12-hour ChlorTrimeton works the best but I am afraid to take it continuously. I drink 
nothing but bottled water so I don’t get dehydrated. I have improved but not completely out of 
the woods yet. I will close for the night. 


This has been quite a day! I am looking forward to your next e-mail. You will be home 
tomorrow and I am sure you will have lots to tell me. It’s now 11:50 PM, see yah! I think my 
internal clock is now adjusted to this part of the world. I should be up at 6 AM. It took a little 
over a month! It was pure hell on the body. 


Love - Jay 


Thursday March 30, 2000 — An Albanian Feast American Style 
Hello Toots, 


It has been a beautiful day and I got a lot of personal stuff done today. I had to hold Dennis’s 
hand to get him scheduled out of here. It amazes me that he can dress himself. I went to 
headquarters with him after I got the wash done. I told him where to go and arrange to get a hotel 
reservation and transportation from the hotel to the airport while I was on the Internet. He at least 
knew where to get the seat reservations set up with the OSCE travel agent and got confirmation. 
He already had it as his wife had done it for him the day before. But that’s Dennis. He comes 
back and tells me they don’t do reservations where I sent him. I finished up and took him with 
me to the office. I said,” Dennis just watch, do not say anything OK.” I did my magic and they 
gave him a fax form to fill out and they sent it to the hotel in Skopje get a reservation. His mouth 
hit the ground. I got him outside the office and said, “Follow me Dennis.” Well, he is pissing and 
moaning all the way down the hall to transportation. I find Alf, the Director of Transportation, 
and tell him what I want to do and he says no problem and hands Dennis the form to fill out. Alf 
said, Bring it to me when you’re done.” Dennis, now fuming, remarks, “They told me they don’t 
do that anymore! What the hell is going on here? How did you do that?" 


Finally, I explained to him that he asked the wrong questions. I said, ““Dennis, listen to what you 
said. You asked if they made reservations at the hotel. They correctly said no! What you should 
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have asked is; can you send a fax to the hotel Alexander in Skopje? The answer is yes! You have 
to be very articulate with these Europeans. They will not offer to help you with alternatives or 
offer information that requires them to do work. Now that piece of advice is going to cost you 
lunch.” He laughed and agreed. We then went to see Gary Costello at SAIC so Dennis could turn 
in his last BLA and consulting invoice. While he was doing that, I printed out my letter and gave 
it to Gary. He was stunned into a long period of silence. He then started threatening me that 
SAIC could sue me for not fulfilling my contract and a lot of other crap. I explained that my 
letter quoted chapter and verse of the contract and I was well within my rights not to renew my 
contract. If he wanted to interpret it differently than I would have my attorney straighten him out. 
“Well, I have to give this to Tom Sullivan and let him see what action he wants to take”, says 
Gary. I explained the law to him and that this was not a binding contract and my date for 
automatic termination was May 14". Gary snapped, “Do you have a copy of the contract?” “Yes, 
I do”, I replied. You can check it out with the home office; you should have one as site manager. 
I have already e-mailed the sub contract administrator in Lawton, VA. See you later Gary!” I left 
before I decided to call him what he really is. He never liked me from day one for some reason. I 
suspect because I refuse to be intimated by him. My first encounter, where Gary ended up with 
egg on his face, is when I called his bluff on not providing original receipts. It made him sizzle 
that he had to approve my expense voucher. I remember him threatening that he couldn’t pay me 
without original receipts. I told him that this was agreed to before I ever set foot on the plane and 
a copy of the letter was e-mailed to him. He claimed he never got it. “If you refused to pay me 
then get me a reservation out of here right now.” Invoice approved! That’s how a really good 
relationship started out and has remained ever since. 

He hates it when I am right and have all the answers. He is always trying to intimidate people but 
I don’t play his game. I call his bluff every time. No one likes him partly because he is so phony 
but mainly because of his management style. He really does it to himself. 


Dennis and I went to Arti’s to get some basic stuff for the ranch and then grabbed a cab back. 
John was gone and left the kitchen in a mess. I am not cleaning it, nor will I cook until it is 
cleaned up. Dennis took a nap and I decided to tap out yet another e-mail. I put my wash on the 
radiator to dry and listen to the Beach Boys. I changed my dressing on my thumb again as the 
wash water made it all soggy. Wow, it is quarter of 5 already. I love the Sloop John B. I want to 
go sailing so bad I can almost smell the ocean. I bought the “The Best of The Beach Boys” off a 
street vendor for SDM $2.50 and it plays fine. A copy for sure but they are all copies here. 


Well, tomorrow is a 3-hour course on hate crimes in the morning followed by 3 hours on human 
dignity in the afternoon. I guess I better review the material tonight. 


On Wednesday, Dinesh said he might pull me out of teaching and have me rewrite some of the 
lesson plans, as they are so important. I told him of my concern in trying to do both effectively. 
He wanted to think on it. I will wait and see what happens. 


I will quit for a while. 
Andy returned around 6PM and reminded us that we have a dinner with the General Policing 


Instructors at 7:30 PM at DeVita’s in Pristina. Well, I get out of cooking tonight. I had forgotten 
all about it. I had signed up Dennis even though he is not part of that group. He is actually in the 
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OP’s group. John declined to come with us. He is feeling better and eating and started drinking 
again. When I left this morning, the kitchen was clean and the dishes washed etc. Upon our 
return it was a mess and no John. 


The landlord was having additional electric lines 
put in today. The banging was really annoying as 
we were all in the War Room trying to talk. I 
guess that is the price of progress. We have not 
had full power here all week. There is a spider 
web of extension cords all over the place trying 
to balance out the power so we can do wash etc. 


We did the Dragadon steps once more to OSCE 
headquarters and met the rest of the gang. It took 
two or three trips to ferry all of us to the 
restaurant on the opposite side of town. None of the WEEFOR had ever been to this area. I 
memorized the landmarks going to the restaurant in the event we ever wanted to return. The most 
prominent was the main mosque. 

The restaurant was down in a basement. Dinesh has obviously been here before and remarked 
that the food is very good served in American portions. We weren’t quite sure what that meant. 





The inside was fairly well decorated, they played American music and the tables were arranged 
in large U shape that took up the entire room. The 25 of us piled in the room and made our selves 
comfortable and then the drinks started coming. They served beer, wine, bottled water, and any 
brand of liquor you could think of but couldn’t make a mixed drink. Dennis asked for a vodka 
martini, no luck then tried several other mixed drinks without success and gave into a beer. We 
had no idea what we were in for in the way of food. First, the macaroni, and along with some 
very nice salad plates, were placed on the tables. They placed large pans of macaroni in 3 or 4 
places and you served yourself. Well, we thought that was it. Then they rolled out large pans of 
chicken, with some kind of large popovers to be dunked in some exotic sauce. This was followed 
by steaks and a keg of dark German beer. By this time, we could not move from our chairs. This 
was followed by an after-dinner drink which was poured from a large clear glass, unlabeled 
bottle into very small glasses; it must have been pure alcohol. It tasted like kerosene. Talk about 
white lighting! Just sniffing it curled the hair on your toes! It must have been made in the bathtub 
twenty minutes before we got there. 


None of us could believe the Albanians were capable of such a spread. It was as if we were at a 
wedding reception. It was getting late and we were all very tired and wanted to get to bed. The 
majority of the group stayed after the bill was paid. We got a ride back to the ranch from the 
owner of the restaurant. He made 1000 DM from the 25 of us so I guess a ride home was not too 
much to ask. I looked at my watch as I hung up my coat. I noticed it was 11:59 PM. I felt like 
“Cinderfella”. We all crashed immediately! John will be very disappointed about not going. 


Thursday, March 31, 2000 — Human Dignity and The Dog Bite 
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It‘s now 7 AM on the 31“ and I have to teach this morning. I found out the schedule has been 
revised from Jim Booth at the dinner last night. He said the handouts were not ready and we 
were teaching something else today. I better get going. He agreed to take the load on Saturday so 
I could be with the WEEFOR to give Dennis a good send off from Skopje. I better get myself 
cleaned up and out of here. I need to get the 8AM shuttle to the KPSS. No one is stirring this 
morning. The party has taken its toll. Iam the only one working today. 


I made the 7:30 AM shuttle instead by a whisker. On the trip out to the school I noticed the 
“Yellow Boot Brigade” along the roadside picking up garbage with shovels and pitchforks 
loading a dump truck. The local population is hired by some non-governmental agency (NGO) to 
do this roadside cleanup and they supply yellow rubberized coveralls and yellow boots along 
with all the tools to get the job done. It’s long overdue! Its shame they have to be paid to do what 
they should be doing for themselves. 


I arrived to have my usual, cookies and black tea. I met Jim and he explained that the schedule 
was changed because we had no handouts to do the Hate Crimes Module. It was decided to do 
the Human Dignity Module (8) hrs. of instruction and it started yesterday. Jim just happened to 
be at the school and noted the change and filled in the hole as we were supposed to be off. This 
kind of stuff happens constantly. It was a long morning as I had a headache from the party the 
night before and was very tired. 


I struggled to keep awake and finally it was noon! We gave them an hour and a half for lunch. I 
had lunch with Dennis and boy he is wound tighter than a Swiss watch. He was in the General 
Police Group office trying to sell his laptop to Chris. So, I helped him out and gave a demo on 
the power of the computer that cinched the sale. Dennis said he bought the computer for $1,700 
and sold it to Chris Naylor for $1,500. Dennis didn’t tell Chris he also got a $100 rebate on the 
sale price. Dennis does know how to squeeze a dollar. What Dennis doesn’t know is he bought 
old technology to begin with and sold it to someone who knows even less than he does about 
computers. That computer is only worth about $1,000 at most. He got his vehicle and left for the 
ranch, and I was glad to see him go as he was making me nervous and I was too tired to placate 
him. He needs a tranquilizer! 


We resumed after lunch and Eric Pinto, our team leader, was feeling ill. We sent him to the 
doctor on the third floor. Last we heard they were sending him to the hospital. He had just got 
done telling me he was going to fill in for Nigel for Monday and Tuesday next week and Jim and 
I were to run the show. 


Then I see Gary Costello talking to Jim in the hall telling him that Herb Cram is sick with 
tonsillitis and they are shipping him home. That was blockbuster! We wanted Herb to take 
Dennis’s place. 
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Class resumed and we are into the last segment dealing with police authority and power. So, we 
decided to improvise on the script. We divided the class into three groups, the citizens, police, 
and the media. We gave them a photo of a police officer with a dog on a long leash attacking a 
citizen. They were to tell what they think happened. Then we took the squad leaders and the 
class captain and made ee saeed 

them the judge’s panel ae 
and their job was to 
decide who was telling 
the truth. 

Jim was the attorney for 
the state and he would 
question the police 
officer and try to 
discredit him. I was the 
defense attorney for the 
police officer. I had a 
student be the dog and 
used my belt as a leash. I 
told him to limp when I 
put him on the stand. 

I argued that the citizen 





made a threatening move and the dog acted 
in self-defense to protect his master. This 
dog was an old dog and had arthritis and 
could not have possibly have caused all that 
damage and it was self-inflicted by the 
citizen as she is a regular in the courts 
extorting money from the police on phony 
charges. (We had one of the students, a 
citizen, bandaged up in toilet paper take the 
stand to testify) Jim argued that the evidence 
for the warrant for arrest was invalid and 
should be thrown out. I said, “Excuse me 
your honor, I have to give the dog his 
arthritis medication now” and gave the 
student an Altoids tablet. By this time the 
class was rolling in the isle. Jim argued that 
| this was not the same dog as in the photo. 
The dog in the photo is black and this one is 
white, “we washed him before the trial your 
honor.” Finally, after bantering back and 
forth for half an hour or so we turned it over 
to the judges for a decision. The cop was not 
guilty! We all had a great time with that 
one. We summarized the performance 
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objectives and the class took some more notes. There was some Q& A and then we turned them 
loose for the day. 

I did take some photos; too bad we did not have a video camera (The adjacent video clip is a 
repeat performance using Andy’s class). Just too funny, but they learned a lot. The language 
assistant had a hell of a time with our antics. 


After class, 4 students approached me and wanted to know if they could change their rooms so 
they could study together. I explained I did not know for certain but told them I would find out. I 
took them up to Student Development and asked if it were possible. The guy in charge, in a 
uniform I did not recognize, with no name tag and very poor English said, “We have no policy 
on this, why do they want to change?” I had to explain what a study group was to him and 
suggested we make a policy right now. 

He stammered trying to recover from my aggressive remark. “Well, we don’t do that”. I said, 
“That is a none policy and we really need to have something”. “Why can’t’ we do this?” He 
really didn’t have an answer. He was getting annoyed so I backed off and said, “How about an 
alternative, where can they study as a group,” I asked? “They can use any empty class room until 
9:00 PM.”, he said. Fine and we left. Outside, I explained to them they were afraid to move 
people because the potential of a culture clash and that they were trying to protect you from 
yourselves. They understood and were OK with it. 


I boarded the shuttle back to Pristina, the last one for the day, and I was the only one on it, then 
Martha Findley came on board. On our journey back to Pristina we had to stop for a broken- 
down bus that left ahead of us to transfer passengers before continuing on. I got off at the Freoda 
sign, a landmark denoting the direction of our street, and walked the rest of the way up the hill to 
the ranch. Boy that uphill climb is a killer. 


As I approached, I noticed Andy on the balcony reading a book. I shouted up to him and asked if 
he was still reading the same dirty old book as when I left, just to get his attention. He said, “Yes, 
and I am having a cigar too!” 


I found Herb in the living room with John. I told Herb the rumor that he was going home as a 
result of tonsillitis. He was surprised “Who told you that,” he asked? “Gary,” I said. Herb snaps 
back, “Well, all I have is a sore throat and I am not going anywhere according to Doc Martin.” 
“Well, in that case when are you moving in, “I asked? “I think next Monday, probably.” Herb 
said he was coming to Bondsteel with us on Saturday morning so Dennis could mail boxes 
home. We all chewed up Gary for a while. He is so lovable! 


Then the hints to start cooking came and I said no, I worked all day and up at 7AM while all of 
you slept in from the party. So, John cooked the hamburgers and did just fine too. Herb and 
Dennis wanted me to assist, as they didn’t trust John to cook. We all sat down to dinner and I 
noted the 84 Brandy sitting on the counter was almost gone. I said nothing. After dinner John 
went to bed as usual. That was the replacement bottle John bought for Dennis. He obviously 
could not resist the temptation. 
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We closed the kitchen door and I decided to let Herb in on John’s drinking problem so he could 
have the opportunity to back out. We discussed it at length. Dennis acknowledged the fact that 
he did not open the bottle. John was feeling good so he resumed his drinking. 

Andy brought up the fact that John mentioned to him that he was suffering from a shortness of 
breath, a sign of a heart condition. John rejected such an idea. We concluded he would be in 
denial on the drinking too. We need to bring this to a head and soon. After much discussion I 
finally recommended Andy for the job as he was the calmest and I would not be very tolerant of 
John’s behavior. Andy said he would try the counseling technique and facilitate the discussion 
and we would do this after we returned from Bondsteel that way we would know for sure he had 
not been drinking at the time of the bomb dropping. I asked Andy who did the dirty dishes that 
John left in the sink from yesterday. Andy did! I was not happy about that. John is supposed to 
be sick making it OK to drink and leave the mess for someone else. 


Dennis drove Herb home and I decided to get this on the computer before I retired for the night. 
Andy did some reading and just went to bed. 10:10 PM 


Well, we are to leave for Bondsteel at 8 AM tomorrow. Dennis told us he was taking a smaller 
empty box along to the post office just in case they would not take the bigger box he had packed. 
He is so nervous it makes you feel jittery as well. He is just too much! God, I can’t wait to see 
him go, he can drive you crazy! Putting that aside, he is still a nice guy and does have a sense of 
humor. Obviously, fishing is good therapy for him. 


I am concerned that Jim is stuck doing the 2-hour class on note taking by himself. He can handle 
it but I feel guilty leaving him alone, as Eric will also be out. 


I quit for the night. 
See yah, 


Love, Jay 
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Saturday, April 1, 2000 — Search & Seizure Italian Style 
Hello Nurse Julian, Master of Community Health 


6: 00 AM I was up early and tapping out the finishing touches on an e-mail when Andy knocked 
on the door. “Hay, come and see this, the Carbinieri are searching this guy’s car out front and the 
driver is spread eagle on the hood.” I grabbed my camera and snapped some pictures from our 
window. We wondered SLE TET! | | 5 KES AS Gera 





what the hell was going 
on. Dennis was up and 
having a panic that he 
wouldn’t be able to load 
the Pajaro and get to the 
post office in Bondsteel. 
I let him go nuts for a 
while and egged him on 
to go down and talk to 
them and find out what 
was going on since he 
was Minister of Defense. 
He was shaking in his 
boots. I can’t believe he ay 
was a lieutenant on any s : Lig Ff 
police department. I ‘ Rie 
guess at his age (62) you’re not into being a hero. So, Andy and I taunted him for a while and of 
course they were stopping everyone on the street making Dennis even more nervous. Andy and I 
ate a very leisurely breakfast while keeping the pressure on Dennis to go do something. He knew 
that his weakness was showing and didn’t know how to cover it up. Finally, I decided to let him 
off the hook and took control of the situation. All right Dennis, “Go get your box put in the down 
stairs foyer and do nothing until I tell you”. Andy and I will go talk to the Carbinieri and see 
what the story is. John was relieved as he was just as scared as Dennis. I put on my police 
academy instructor cap and Andy put on his police hat and we went down to talk. I told John to 
take pictures from the window. So, I found out which one of them spoke English. I explained 
that we were taking our friend to the airport and would be loading boxes to mail out and we did 
not want them to get nervous. We are all American Police Officers providing training at the 
KPSS in Vushtri. He said, ““No problem”. I asked what was going on and he replied that they are 
just increasing security but would not say why. So, we returned to the ranch and I told Dennis to 
load the Pajaro and keep his mouth shut. Then Dennis turns and asks, “Do you think I can take a 
picture?” “Dennis, just get in the vehicle!” I gave the keys to John and told him to fire it up and 
wait for me. I returned to my room to get my jacket, passport, and some money plus my floppy 
disk. Andy and I were laughing at Dennis’s stupidity on the way down the stairs. We were off on 
time as it was 8 AM. We picked up Herb and we were off! 


— 
— 
oe 

—— 
—_— 
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We reached Bondsteel in 45 minutes and sat in line as they checked each vehicle at the gate very 
carefully with bomb detectors as well as a physical search. We concluded something is very 
wrong to have this much attention. We have been here before and security was not this tight. 
Finally, our turn came and out came the standard pitch, “We are American Police Officers 
teaching out on Vushtri.” Our neat police caps and standard pitch worked again. They just 
waived us through. We went straight to the post office. Dennis was 
happy as a clam. They took his box as is and sent it. He brought 
along a smaller empty box just in case they didn’t take the bigger 
one. He is impossible! We drove off to the PX and had a Burger 
King chicken sandwich next store, as there was no beef available. 
We decide to go find Andy’s Army reserve unit and Dennis goes 
into a panic, “I don’t have a receipt, we have to go back.” I said, 
“Dennis if you insured it they automatically give you a receipt” 
“No, I insured it and I didn’t get one, we have to go back.” He went 
through all his pockets, etc. looking for a receipt. 





We told him we would go back after we visited Andy’s unit. “What <a. « et 

if she throws it away”? With that comment all of us jumped on him. ~ § 

He was as red as a lobster but shut up! We drove to the location and 

could find no one to talk to. We sent John back to the post office with Dennis while we looked 
around. Finally, we found someone who explained that the unit was on the firing range. It started 
to rain lightly and we took shelter in a bomb shelter next to one of the tents and waited for 
nervous Nelly to return. John and Dennis returned and we learned that Dennis never insured the 
box and had egg on his face. He didn’t have much to say after that. We then we went to the PX 
did our shopping and tried a second time to see if the unit returned. This time we found someone 
from the unit and he gave us the location of their barracks and said they should be in any minute. 


We drove down to the location and sure enough, 
they were there. Andy was really happy and I 
took photos of him with all his friends. We were 
treated to American coffee. All Herb 
was interested in was getting some 
MRE’s. He wasn’t doing too well at 
getting what he wanted. I decided to 
see if I could do it for him and got a 
hold of the captain and explained our 
situation about Herb being out in no 
=, man’s land on the range at 5 AM with 
| nothing to eat with a bunch of very 
green Albanians who want to learn 
how to shoot. It was like being with 
+ the gang that couldn’t shoot straight. 
They felt sorry for Herb and they 
_ produced a pile of MRE’s. They even 
= threw in a case of beer. The Army is 
living better than we are. We described our living conditions and they were surprised. 
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They said, “Why don’t you guys eat in the mess hall.” We told them we didn’t have KFOR ID 
cards. However, they did tell me where it was and I convinced John to drive us over there. 
Dennis was drooling over an ice cream pop the sergeant was eating but was to chicken shit to ask 
for one before we left. We finally figured out where the front door to the mess hall was and Andy 
and I went in. The Master Sergeant said, “UN?” I said yes, so I fibbed a little. She began to fill 
out a form and I said, “We are not going to eat, all we want is some ice cream.” She said, “OK”, 
put the form aside then directed us to the ice cream container at the back of the room next to the 
exit door. So, Andy and I walked over and they had ice cream sandwiches in the freezer. I 
reached in and took two boxes and put them inside my Banana Republic vest and Andy took one 
and out the door we went. John and Dennis were astounded, and we ate ice cream almost all the 
way back to the ranch. Talk about good laughs, this was the best yet. Dennis and John are now 
convinced Major Roger Rabbit can do anything. What a haul, a case of MRE’s, a case of beer 
and more ice cream than we could eat. We stopped along the roadway and gave some ice cream 
to a couple of young kids who were just delighted. We got back in good time about 4 PM and 
decided to go to the KFOR PX on the hill behind us to return the coffee pot and exchange my 
pants. The Carbinieri waved us off. There was concertina wire strung across the road. So, we got 
the idea, get lost! Something is going on but we still have no idea. I said I needed to go to 
headquarters and check my e-mail from my students. So off we went and we all did our email 
thing. 

I decided to make nice with the Carbinieri and went to the bakery on the corner and bought a 
dozen pastries for the troops. They stopped us in front of the ranch. I got the English-speaking 
Captain and explained, ““We found these pastries and they must be yours, as they don’t belong to 
us.” He smiled and said, “No we cannot take anything.” I then told him point blank, “You are 
cops, we are cops, and we take care of cops. You and your men have been here all day, enjoy!” 
He got the message, took the pastries and handed them to one of the soldiers and smiled as he 
waved us on. So, the next task was John. As I went into the War Room where John and Andy 
were, Andy explained that he had already talked to John and the matter was closed. John agreed 
to stop drinking; “no problem” was his comment to me. I told John we were all concerned about 
him, particularly since there was no real professional medical help here. I made it clear if he fell 
off the wagon; he would have to go, as he would be placing us all at risk. He agreed. I told him 
that what took place here would remain here as long as he kept his word. I also told him that we 
had to tell Herb, as it would be unfair to him not to know. He understood, we shook on it, case 
closed. Somehow, I don’t believe him. End of story! 


Dinner was served at 6 PM. It was my chili followed by pastries for desert. They were good! 
Soon after dinner, Dennis took Herb back to his apartment. 


I got Andy started using my computer to rewrite the juvenile justice lesson plan. It really is bad. I 
will edit to insure it meets the criteria they are using at the school. He loves it! He told me he is 
hooked on the computer! 


We all started to retire for the night one by one. Andy and I were last. We stayed up to see the 
CNN news. By 10 PM we called it a night. It will be a long day tomorrow. We anticipate sitting 
at the Macedonia boarder for at least 3 hours. Well, we got to get Dennis to the hotel as 
promised! Nervous Nelly will finally be on his way Monday, April 3™ and very early in the 
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morning too! The plane is scheduled for takeoff at 7 AM. I bought a card in the PX at Camp 
Bondsteel and we all signed it. I stuffed it in his luggage and he won’t find it until he gets home. 


It’s now 11:15 PM and I wonder what you are doing. You’re not even home from work yet! 
Damn I miss you! Well, I will be next to bail out of this place. It’s less than 40 days now, Yahoo! 
I am listening to Tchaikovsky as I write. It is very relaxing. 


My students’ back home are into role-playing now. I got to respond to them during the week. I 
haven’t looked at their responses yet; maybe tomorrow. 


I got word from Monty that the patches are on the way to you. Angela said she forwarded my e- 
mail to Oscar Vance to get help from the IPA. The best news of all was my confirmation 
number. You’re terrific! 


While at the Bondsteel post office we learned we could have packages sent to the KFOR post 
office just up the hill from us. I got the contact names to get the details on how to do this. It will 
be much easier to send me packages or ship packages to you from there. However, we didn’t get 
the chance to get on the base, as I told you we were waived off. We will just have to wait a few 
days when things calm down. We still don’t know what is going on. 


My, it is almost midnight; I better quit before I turn into a pumpkin or something. 
I love you very much and can’t wait to see you! 
Love, Jay 


April 2, 2000 -The APO Address 


I am back! 


It is now 3:30 AM April 2, and boy it was good to hear your voice. I miss my hugs and snugs! I 
am doing OK physically but I can’t get rid of this nagging cough! It comes and goes in spurts. I 
guess it depends on the air pollution level. This is the only place I know where you can hear the 
pollution falling through the air at night when all is quiet. Usually, there are dogs fighting over 
the garbage in the middle of the night and sporadic automatic weapon fire. However, the dogs 
are dwindling as a result of drinking dirty 
polluted water and the periodic termination by 
the military. 


Here is the APO address for Bondsteel. Hold 
on to this one in case I can’t get onto the 
KFOR base on the hill in time here. We can 
drive to Bondsteel in 45 minutes provided we 
have a car and then have to wait an hour or 
more to get on the base. It sure would be nice 
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to run up the hill at KOFOR and get the mail. I think it takes 10 days to reach us. Check the date 
on the box I sent you. 

I will let you know what to do as soon as possible as to which address to use. Here is my 
shopping list. I need 2 packages of parchment paper from Staples and one box of burgundy 
borders from Paper Direct or in reality 100 pieces of the burgundy boarders and I think they are 
100 to a box. You will have to check for me. They are for the instructor development course. The 
parchment paper is for the certificates for the graduating police officers. 


I will be mailing you an Easter card today via SAIC. Back to bed! 


Jay Julian 

APO AE 

09240 

Camp Bondsteel 

Here is just a late entry from the Dialogue, a free magazine published by the KFOR. 


Sunday April 2, 2000 One- Night Stand for Dennis 
Hi Toots, 


Even though I have to wait until 2 AM to call, it’s worth it to talk with you tonight. You sound 
very good. I guess I better give you a recap of the day’s events to add to my log. 


We hit the road for Skopje at 8 AM and took Herb with us. He took his video and still camera 
along. We made the boarder by 9:30 AM and it only took a half hour to get processed. We knew 
the drill this time. Andy jumps out gets the visa forms and we fill them in, as the vehicle keeps 
moving slowly toward the checkpoint booth. We give Andy the passports and the forms so he 
can get in line at a different booth. By the time all the visas are recorded we have moved to the 
front of the line with the vehicle. He passes the passports back 
to us they are stamped by the border guard and we move on! 
We also found out that we can avoid all this form business by 
going to the American Embassy in Skopje and get the 
passports stamped for a year. First stop, Alexander Palace 
hotel where Dennis checks in for a one-night stand. It’s a very 
nice 5-star hotel. Fact is anything is better than the way we are 
living. So, I figured I might as well make reservations for 
myself as well while I am here. It’s about $158.00 a night. It’s 
worth it! We then get directions to the American Embassy, 
which is very close by. We inquire about the hours of 
operation; needless to say, they are closed on Sunday. They 
are open Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Friday after 2 PM 
and all day on Wednesday. There are no weekends! So, we 
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made notes and got directions to the grocery store and Mc Donald’s. They were also very close 
by and next to each other. 

We managed to convert some Deutschmark’s to Diners in the grocery store, as Mc Donald’s 
would not take Deutschmark. I treated the gang to everything on the menu. We had it all from 
burgers to fries and pies and Sundays too. We then did our grocery shopping and of course we 
brought along our plastic container and had the store fill it with ice so we could transport the 
meat back to the ranch. We had quite a bit of Diners left so we asked to convert it back to 
Deutschmark but they wouldn’t do it. Well, I went over to the service counter and charmed the 
girl a tad and she made the exchange for as much as she could. We are constantly getting beat on 
exchanges of money as they all have a fee for doing it. 


Well, long story short, we took Dennis back to the hotel and toured his room. It was far better 
than the Vienna Hilton. Dennis then wanted Herb to reimburse him for the rent money, cell 
phone, etc. I tried to stay out of it. Andy and I went to the balcony to see the view. Dennis is so 
cheap he squeaks. I remember him looking for his black magic marker this morning and making 
a big issue out of it, as he wanted to take it home with him. Andy asked, “Aren’t you all done 
with it now that the box is marked?” “Well, I could use it at home too,” he replied. I was so 
annoyed, “Dennis how much is the pen, “$15.00” Here is $20 go buy one when you get home 
and don’t worry about it. He suddenly realized how stupid he looked and tried to give me the 
money back. He could drive you nuts! He even had the gall to charge Andy for a plastic wash 
basket; he couldn’t just give it to him. 


Well, back to the negotiations. Herb said he would mail him the money as he was now short 
because the store didn’t take a charge card for the video battery and camera case he just bought 
plus he didn’t want to pay rent in two places at the same time. 


They agreed. Herb told us that his neighbor, another instructor from Texas, who lived across the 
hall, came to Herb asking if he knew of any other places to live. Two Serbians who laid claim to 
the apartment approached him. They told him he would have to move. Apparently, Serbians once 
owned the entire building, and they are slowly trying to reclaim the apartments. Herb told his 
American neighbor he was moving in with us on Monday. They are working out the details. 


We left for Pristina about 2 PM and once again made record time at the border. Herb was 
shooting lots of video all the way back to Kosovo. We dropped him off and made it to the ranch. 
I started diner about 4 PM. I did a roasted chicken with some barbecue sauce, cream corn and 
brown rice. We later had Maxwell House coffee with some left-over pastry. Boy, we were piggy 
today. 


Andy and I did e-mails at headquarters and left John alone at the ranch. We then went to pick up 
Herb to join us for dinner all the time wondering if John would hit the bottle. Herb brought over 
his coffee pot and that made our day! It was a really good dinner. Shortly after dinner, John went 
to bed and the rest of us just talked for a while about the day’s events and breathing easier now 
that Dennis was finally on his way home. We decided to drive Herb back to his apartment after 
coffee and cake. On the way back, Andy and I decided to see if we could find a way to get John 
sent home. I said,” What if I was to talk to Doc Martin and plant the seeds about John’s health 
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and past history of bronchitis and mention his drinking problem?” A thought! John was testing 
us today. He said, “I am thirsty but I can’t drink any more water. 

Is that non-alcoholic beer cold that we picked up at Bondsteel?” “No”, I said. So, he proceeds to 
open a warm one and comment on how good it tastes. Andy and I said nothing. 

It was then we decided to engineer his removal. He needs professional help at home before 
something serious happens to him. None of us want that on our conscience. 


It’s already11: 10 PM and time to hit the sack! I don’t teach until 1:30 PM tomorrow so that 
gives me time to run around headquarters and find out the KFOR APO address on the hill, catch 
Martin, pick up a new prepaid phone card and a few items still missing from the kitchen to make 
potato and macaroni salad. Then they can make their own sandwiches and I get a break in the 
kitchen. 


See you later alligator! Welcome Aboard Herb Cram! 


Love Jay 





April 3, 2000 Monday — Untimely Devices 


Well, Toots, 


Today was a busy day for me. I had a class at 1:45 PM but before I went to the school, I dropped 
off film, did some last-minute grocery shopping, answered e-mails, and tried to get a new 
prepaid phone card. The store was closed and it was 9:30 AM. I wonder why? Then I finally got 
the APO address for KFPOR up on the hill behind us. They call it Film City. Don’t know why? 
The information came from the same Lt Col. Kent Shepard, on the 5" floor whom I had asked 
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about finding Andy’s unit a week ago on the stairs at the school. He is really is nice guy and was 
very helpful. His assistant is named Scott Julian. We chatted about that for a while. 

Well, I found out what is going on. The KFOR found a device in a Mercedes near the US 
Mission and blew up the car. I then went to talk to Martin about John. He said he could not 
intervene directly but if we could convince him to come in for a visit on the shortness of breath 
he would take it from there and try to convince him to go home. If he gets worse and goes back 
to drinking, he said, “You have no choice but to bring it to the attention of the director at the 
school.” So, we will look for opportunities to promote a visit to see Martin. 


The 10 AM shuttle left on time and arrived with little fan fair. I found Andy and 

brought him up to speed on the situation. We had lunch, Italian Salami with spicy mustard and a 
coke. Not bad too! I also saw Dinesh and asked about the coffee setup. He said, “Do it”! 
Starbuck move over, the WEEFOR Coffee and Pastry Palace will be operational in about a week. 
We need to make posters, etc. We will start small, 3 days a week during the briefing hour. Once 
they get a lick of the lollypop, it will take on a spin of its own. 


Well, I ran into Jim Booth before class and he told me he was out sick Saturday and Dinesh filled 
in. The only problem was it was a brand-new module and now we are wondering if this material 
will be on a test in the future. Class went well today. We finished around 4:45 PM and returned 
to OSCE on the 5:00 PM shuttle. I had dinner at Edi’s and grabbed a duty driver to take me to 
the ranch. I got treated like royalty at Edi’s tonight. I have to quit for now I am not feeling good. 
My temperature is 99.8 and I took some non-aspirin, ChlorTrimeton and vitamin C tablet. I will 
be back later. 


Andy told me he picked up the film I put in this morning and it was blank! He also mentioned he 
could not get the cell phone card as he forgot to bring the phone. Long story short, I called it a 
night. I was feeling terrible! 


April 4, 2000 Tuesday — No Sale for Old Technology 


We were all up early and John went to get some fresh bread at the bakery a stones' throw from 
our ranch. He came back with warm pita bread and regular white bread. So, we all had coffee 
and toast etc. Andy was off today and he was to bring in the rest of the roll of film, take care of 
the cell phone and make some tomato sauce for macaroni tonight. John and I made the 8 AM 
shuttle with no problem. 


Well, as usual the schedule was a wreck again. The Swedish were already giving a class on mine 
detection. So, we just moved our timetable around a bit and it worked it. We gave a rather easy 
class on the use of the memo book. They had a few problems with it. Jim and I went down to the 
General Policing room in the basement where I met John. We had lunch together. I was sweating 
profusely and took more aspirin and vitamin C. I put my head down on the desk and pulled my 
sweatshirt hood up and fell asleep for a short time and Jim came and woke me up. I had brought 
a can of Vienna sausages and some sardines with some fresh white bread and washed it down 
with a coke. Then Jim came over and we reviewed possible test questions that we should ask the 
students as review. At the end of the class I gave them a homework assignment. I wanted them to 
write at least 5 test questions covering the material we have taught to date. This should be 
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interesting. It was now almost 4 PM and I had to wait for the 5 PM shuttle. As I was leaving the 
building I met Chris, the Brit who bought Dennis’s laptop. He told me he had been checking 
around and was told it was old technology and for $200 more could get the latest technology plus 
all the warranties as well. I agreed with him. I told him I could not interfere with the sale. He will 
send Dennis e-mail and terminate the sale. So now Andy is sitting on a laptop that can’t be sold. 
What next? Who knows? I stopped in the logistics room and bought a stack of Kosovo Police 
Service School patches for Andy and myself. I didn’t forget Monty! 


Low and behold, Herb showed up from the range with Brad in a Pajaro. I got a ride back to 
Herb’s apartment and helped him pack. We took the bulk of the stuff and it made back to the 
ranch. As we were unloading, John showed up in cab with some more groceries from Arti’s. The 
refrigerator is looking very AMERICAN! We surmised 
that John ate out and had a few drinks too. But he ate 
dinner with us. Maybe he just did the drinks? We are 
really not very trusting of him. I had put 4 beers in the 
refrigerator before I left this morning anticipating their 
consumption for dinner. There were only 2 at dinner and 
John quickly volunteered to drink a warm beer. Enough 
said. 


After our macaroni dinner, John went to use the Internet 
across the street and I fixed up Andy’s lesson plan on the 
laptop. Andy went with Herb to finish packing and help 
move Herb in. We had a good day, as we now have a new 
cell phone card. Andy also bought me a new towel up at 
KFOR Norwegian PX. Mine was shot! They gave Andy 
an armed escort at the KFOR PX. Security is still very 
tight. My gray towel is like cardboard! We got the coffee 
pot upgraded as they took the old one back that died! I 
sold my pants with the cargo pockets that didn’t fit to 
Herb. All in all, things worked out well all around. 





Andy is going to buy my laptop with all the goodies. My, I didn’t realize how much money I put 
into this thing. It was only when I itemized all the software and case, surge protector, etc. that it 
jumped out at me. I asked him again, “Are you sure you want to do this?” Affirmative! “OK,” I 
said. I will give you lessons on how to use this laptop. 


John returned from the Internet Café and did the dishes. I was surprised! Usually he likes to duck 
work. But I think he is getting our subtle messages. He went to watch TV in the War Room. 


Tomorrow I have off but I am going in to video the same skit I did in our class the week before 
with the photo of the dog. This should be really good! I will catch the bus back and go negotiate 
with the bakery for pastries to bring out to the school. 
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The boys are back and Herb wants to go to the Internet Café. So, I will close for now and take 
this with me. I need to check on my students and get this off to you. 

Say, you will need to plant the Black Eye \ 
Susan’s now! The seeds are in the shed. Plant aN } 
them the whole length of the back fence. Have a PNY 
fun. 





I am getting to be a short timer. See you soon! 


Love Jay 


April 5, 2000 Wednesday (5:20 AM) Creation 
of Major Roger Rabbito 


Hi Toots - Severe thunderstorm going on — using 
the battery to play safe. 


Directions for scanning text and Documents: 


1 Click on the Paperport Icon on the desktop. 


2. Place your photo or text on the flatbed scanner and align it in upper right-hand corner. 
3. Click on Acquire the twain (Icon of a scanner on the tool bar) 


4. Click on Preview — this will activate the scanner to warm up the lamp and then 
automatically scan the photo or text. 


5. Use your mouse (left mouse button) to draw a box around what you actually want to 
retain in the preview. Or if you want it all as is just leave it alone. 


6. Click final — the scanner will then automatically capture the photo or text and place it on 
the desktop. Click on the name of the object (I think by default it put in the date) and 
retype whatever you want to call it. Short names recommended no spaces. 


7. From the toolbar select File, Export. Change the file type to JPEG in the dialog box and 
change the location to A: (put in a disk obviously). It will automatically convert the file and 
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you have one more step, click ok again after it converts it to high resolution. It will save it 
to the A: drive with the name you assigned to it. 


FOR TEXT: After you have scanned the text DONE STEPS 1- 6. The document is now on 
the desktop — just drag and drop it on the word icon below and it will do the rest. It you 
don’t see the Word Icon below, use the arrow in the toolbar to move it to view the rest of 
the icons. You can fix the text as you go. It will automatically open word and you will have 
the document on the screen. 


8. Do your editing in Word and SAVE AS, file name and Word.Doc Be sure to change it to 
word doc in the dialog box, and you can select the location as A: as you always do. 


PowerPoint insertion: 


Open power point — create your slide 

From the toolbar select insert, picture, from a file 
Change the drive letter to a: 

Select the photo from the list on Drive A, Click OK 
It will automatically insert the photo. 


Ae ey = 


For text insertion into PowerPoint: 
1. While still in PowerPoint — minimize it 


2. Open the Word.doc from your A: drive and display it on the screen 
3. Find the specific text you want to use and highlight it 

4. From the toolbar — EDIT, COPY 

5. Minimize the word program 

Maximize the PowerPoint program 

Select the insertion point with your mouse 

From the Toolbar — EDIT, PASTE 

You’re done! 


eens 
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It ie only 6:10 AM - So congratalations on your award, That i¢ record tine! So, when are you going to be a Director for Staff Development? 


Well, you should keep your eye out for an SAIC check. They 
never pay on time. My guess is it will be about 2 weeks. The 
contract says they have to pay within 30 days after submission 
of the invoice. 


Sounds like a full house for Easter. 


PS: on the use of the APO — Col. Shepard suggested I use a 
military rank and the Department of Justice as the drop box 
here in Film City. So, I asked if I could use Major Roger 
Rabbit. He said, “Fine!” So, I said let’s make him an Italian 
Rabbit and call him Major Roger Rabbito. Colonel Shepard 
started laughing; we thanked him as we exited his office. 





I think the storm is over! I have lots to do today. 


E-mail Alan Appel 

Pick up the photos 

Price negotiations at the bakery 

Print the new juvenile. Justice lesson plan and edit as required 

Write a memo and make flyers for our WEEFOR coffee and pastry palace 
Make macaroni salad 

Videotape the Andy’s class 

WEEFOR patches — see contact on the 4" floor (this is getting serious) 


a al oa ade a 


I got to get most of this done before 10 AM to get the shuttle bus out to the school and do the 
videotaping. I better get dressed and send this, its 6:35 AM. See you later Toots 


NOTE: I got e-mail from Gary to pick up my itinerary today so I walked over, he was not there 
but Ariana gave it to me. It was my flights to go home. He can’t keep his fingers out of the pie! 


Well, that means I have to call upon you once more to check things out. Deal directly with Delta. 
Don’t call Omega! First, they have me scheduled departing on the 10th of May, which is all- 
wrong. I will not share any information with Gary or SAIC on this one. Just make sure my May 
9" travel plans are intact! He doesn’t need to know anything. 

I will send you a copy of this itinerary. Cancel this really crappy flight plan! 

May 10 Fit 52 - 2 PM Avioimpex — Skopje to Stuttgart Arrive 4:20 PM 


May 11 Fit 117 — 11:30 Delta LV Stuttgart 4:20 PM - Arrive Atlanta 3:30 PM 





WEEFOR Page 122 


May 11 Fit 1402 — Delta LV Atlanta 5:40 PM — Arrive Philadelphia 7:45 PM 


April 6, 2000 Thursday — Potential Transfer to Albania 
Hello Toots, 


It‘s now 4 PM [had a very busy day. Yesterday we lost power 
and no dinner so we all went out to eat except John. It was windy 
and cold last night and John hates to walk anywhere. We all 
suspect he has cardiac problems. Herb went to meet with his 
firearms group for a meeting at OSCE and they went off to dinner 
at the Log Cabin. Andy and I went to a new place called Kalaja 
that we wanted to try near Herb’s old neighborhood. We got lost 
of course then decided to take a cab back to OSCE and start over 
again. No sooner than we turned the corner and there was the 
restaurant! We paid taxi anyway and did indeed have a nice 
dinner. Before all this began John had made a phone call to a 
Dennis Wheeler in the Justice Department while I was attempting 
to put together a dinner. John hangs up and announces he may be 
going to Albania working directly for the Justice Department 
under SAIC as some sort of advisor. I stopped dinner and he gave : 
me a blow by blow of his encounter with SAIC up to the present. I could have cared less but I let 
him talk himself out. I wished him luck and emphasized how dangerous it was here for his health 
and it was definitely a good move for him. The power went out and Herb and Andy showed up 
and got the mini version. 





At dinner, Andy and I discussed John and concluded that he is afraid that Gary may send him to 
the British hospital to get checked out and he wouldn’t pass inspection. So, he is looking for a 
fast exit to another job before he gets caught. 


It was a good dinner for 38 DM including a couple of cold beers each. We made our way back to 
the ranch via taxi and went to bed. 


The power returned in the middle of the night about 2:05 AM. [heard the sound of automatic 
gunfire very nearby and turned off the lights and waited and watched to see what would happen. 
I didn’t want to wake the troops just yet. Nothing happened except that I got no sleep. So, I got 
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on the laptop and wrote a memo to Danish outlining our proposal to setup a coffee and pastry 
shop in the basement of the school during briefings. It is already approved verbally but he just 
wants to formalize it before going active on Monday. I then designed a flyer for the grand 
opening and soon had to quit, as it was time to get some breakfast and go to work. John was 
surprised I was able to pull this off. He of course said it couldn’t be done. 


I did get to videotape the same scenario with the dog in Andy’s class yesterday. I will ask Herb if 
I can have the tape to take home and make copies. It really is very funny. Andy’s class was not 

as interactive as mine but that was because it was the first time they were seeing Andy as an 
instructor. This was a corrections class and Andy was filling in for someone else. Consequently, 
the class was more reserved in their interactions but we still had fun! 


I did negotiate a deal with the bakery using one of the language assistants to help me. I was a 
busy boy and last but not least picked up everyone’s photos on the way back to the ranch. 


Herb had a vehicle this morning and 
__ was able to drop me off at the school 
on the way to the range. Upon arrival, 
+ I noticed Eric Pinto standing outside 
the front doors smoking and I went up 
to him to find out how he was feeling. 
He told me being sick was the worst 
three days of his life. He had not been 
this sick in 25 years. He is doing better 
but not fully recovered. He is still 
going home on vacation and will be 
back on the 24" of April. I asked him 
ea Sees Sea ial _ for a photo of his house in France. He 
Soa SEE 05 very obliging! I then left him to 
go pick up some police patches for Herb. Next thing I know, I was teaching police ethics. The 
class was very well received and I made it fun for them. They pick up on the demonstrations and 
graphical representations very quickly. I am quick to develop scenarios that depict a situation for 
them to solve. It is very hard for them as they get no textbooks and rely on their notes and some 
crappy handouts. 
They are very enthusiastic about what they are learning and soak up everything we say. I need to 
do some video in the classroom. Well, Iam off tomorrow and need a break! 





I finished the class at around 11:30 AM and got a ride back to OSCE and had lunch with Jim 
Booth at Edi’s. We had a nice mushroom omelet and French fries. I gave up trying to get on the 
Internet at headquarters and got a duty driver to take me back to the WEEFOR ranch. I noted it 
still looked like rain! 


It was quiet as a church mouse as no one was home. So, I made the corrections to Andy’s lesson 
plan on juvenile justice crime prevention. I decided to print it out across the street at the Internet 
café and check my e-mail at the same time. Low and behold, I was surprised to find you did not 

get my directions for the scanner! So, I fired out another quick message telling you I had already 
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sent it. am wondering if I should send it again just to be safe. There must be a lot of lag time in 
sending e-mail with attached files. I will wait and see what happens. 


I am looking forward to receiving the seasoning to do eggs benedict! A real treat for sure! You 
mentioned your sending a pile of goodies for Martin. Iam so pleased! He will absolutely 
appreciate your efforts. Its 5 PM and raining lightly now. This is the best thing for keeping the 
pollution down. At lunch Jim told me that a Canadian team was in here and wrote a health report 
on this place that was very negative and consequently the Canadian and Swedish governments 
have restricted their personnel to not more than 6 months of duty here. I asked Jim if I could 
have the report, as I would like to make a copy for myself. 


Andy showed me his design for the WEEFOR logo. It’s really very good. We found a Turkish 
Major who will make patches for us. He works over at the UNMIK Police Station in the UN 
building. Right now, he is on 12 to 8 tour of duty and we will have to catch him in the morning. 
We are getting very sophisticated as a group. I think we have taken American humor to new 
heights here. The Albanian language assistants are finally starting to catch on to us now. I really 
scramble their brain sometimes. 


Well, dinner is left over bar-b-queue chicken, macaroni salad and wax beans with fruit cocktail 
for desert. I better get going. I will send this to you later tonight from the Internet café across the 
street. Love — Jay 


KOSOVO POLICE SERVICE SCHOOL INTEROFFICE MEMO 


DATE: = 4/5/2000 


TO: DINESH THAKKER 
Cc; 

FROM: WEEFOR 

RE: TARAINING AIDS 


It is recognized that the rapid growth of recruits has exhausted supplies at a rate that currently 
exceeds the demands. In an effort to provide interim relief for police instructors in the area of 
training aids the WEEFOR proposes the establishment of a coffee and pastry facility during the 
briefings on Monday, Wednesday and Fridays for the purpose of generating funds to purchase 
tainting aids and supplies. This fund would be terminated upon receipt of OSCE supplies or at 
the discretion of the director of the police service school. 

The facility will be totally financed, organized and operated by the WEEFOR. However, it is 
necessary to have earlier access to water as the meetings are from 8AM — 9AM. It will also 
require a small amount of storage space, table and access to electric to be fully operational. If at 
all possible, use of a vehicle for briefing days for transport of equipment and pastries in a timely 
fashion 
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Please note that this facility can be operational by Monday April 10, 2000 with a prompt and 
favorable response. A discounted price has already been negotiated for pastries in the event this 
request is approved. We request your serious consideration and attention in this matter. 


Jay Julian 
Herb Cram 
John Coyne 
Andy Revering 


April 7, 2000 Friday — Major Roger Rabbit’s Shopping Spree 
Wow Toots, 


It was good to hear your voice this morning even at 2:30 AM. Obviously, I can’t go back to 
sleep! I am still coughing my brains out but I am better than I was last week. I have off today and 
will take care of some personal things. The WEEFOR coffee franchise has been approved and 
we have been instructed to take a vehicle to Bondsteel this weekend and buy two coffee pots for 
the venture! I stuffed it John’s face last night before he went to greet the newbies at SAIC. “Well 
John, didn’t you say I couldn’t do 
this?” He retorts, “Oh no, I never said 
that!’ You’re full of shit!” I said, 
“Just remember John, the glass is half 
full not half empty, OK!” He can 
think of more reasons why something 
can’t get done than anyone I ever met. 
It is very obvious that he has never 
been in a leadership role and by no 
means ever a colonel in any police 
department. We surmise he had a 
civilian pay grade of Major and that’s 
about all. We are so anxious to see 
him go, especially Herb who hopes he 
gets transferred tomorrow! He was 
never in the military. It’s a shame it would have done him some good. He was left some 
inheritance from his father who was a truck driver so money is not a problem for him. He came 
here with 6 trunks of clothes! It will cost a fortune for him to transfer all this stuff to Albania. 
Little does he know Albania is more dangerous than this place as that is where all the nasty 
diseases come from, like aids, etc.? 
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John was disappointed that we were not all 
going to greet the 7 newbies. I offered to go get 
some pastry instead and drop John off then we 
could sit and relax, drink coffee, and taste test 
the goodies we were going to buy on Monday 
for the grand opening of the WEEFOR Coffee 
and Pastry Palace. John said he would get a cab 
back. That worked out well. It was my first 
time driving a Pajaro since I have been here. 
Traffic was light because the rain kind of 
makes the locals disappear. We indeed had a ; 
very good taste test as I bought a dozen assorted pastries and Herb introduced us to his pride and 
joy, Green Mountain coffee. 

He has the vacuum-packed bags sent to him from Maine. But all I can think about is lobster! He 
has invited us to come visit him for a lobster fest. All you can eat! His only question is, “Do you 
want to eat dock side and throw the shells in the water or at home?” Now that’s my kind of guy. 





Well, Andy mentioned he sent Dennis an email telling him Chris had changed his mind about the 
purchase of the laptop and that the best offer was $900 dollars from Beverly. 

I can see Dennis’s face growing red as a lobster right now. Mr. Tightwad gets stiffed! He out 
foxed himself. He is another one who is making more money retired than when he was working 
and acts like it is his last dollar! 


I think I better get some sleep and finish this later as it is 3:40 AM in the morning. 


I am up at 6 AM and made the coffee for the troops. I decided to go with Andy to school and put 
up the grand opening signs. John drove us out and discovered a screw in the tire tread while at 
the car wash. He found out what to do to get the tire repaired, which gave us an opportunity to 
shop at a different PX. It was our first time in the Swedish PX and it had the cups we were 
looking for, plastic spoons, and granulated sugar but no coffee pots. 


We proceeded to OSCE where I dropped off Herb’s film and Andy and I again went in pursuit of 
Major Cuneyt, the patch maker from Turkey. What a chore! We went to three different buildings 
inquiring but not much luck. Finally, we found the right building and the right floor. However, 
he was working a 4 x 12 tour and we were too early. For some reason John never showed up at 
OSCE headquarters to pick us up. So, I mentioned to Andy that the INEX building right around 
the corner has some supplies in the basement for general use and we should go check it out. We 
really wanted erasable markers but they were out of them. However, they did have all sorts of 
things we had already bought which made us a bit miffed. The quartermaster did give us pencils, 
ruler, magic markers, scissors, storage bins, etc. So, Andy asked him if we could have a UN flag 
and a Compaq PS/2 mouse. The quartermaster said we would have to reacquisition that. That 
meant another bureaucratic nightmare. So, Andy kept him busy while figured out how to get this 
stuff in my coat. Somehow, we made it all fit in Andy’s bag and Roger Rabbit signed for it all. 
We went back to find Cuneyt as it was just four o’clock. Sure enough, he was in and we gave 
him our design for the WEEFOR logo. He hedged on price but we managed to get a ballpark 
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figure of about 3.20 DM per patch ($1.75) with a minimum order of 50. He will call Joe Race at 
the school and give him the exact numbers. Cuneyt is headed to Turkey on the 24" and we could 
have the finished product by May 9". That’s really close as I leave on the 9". He said he may be 
able send a few in advance if that’s the case. We said OK! So, the ball is rolling now on 
WEEFOR patches. What next! 


We headed back to the ranch after picking up the photos we dropped off earlier today. I started 
diner. We had canned ham, sweet corn, and potato salad. Not bad. Later we will have coffee and 
left-over pastry from yesterday. My, it is already 8:30 PM. I am getting very tired. I got up so 
early to talk to you and now it’s catching up with me. I need a nap or something. I don’t think I 
will make the coffee session tonight. By the way I did get off another e-mail to you regarding 
Delta and yet another e-mail to contact my remaining students and provide them with the 
information for the remainder of the semester. I asked that they meet me for a luncheon after I 
return as soon as I get my feet on the ground again. 

They need to return to using my AOL address after the 10" of May. Jessie Nation’s computer is 
down and Josh can’t carry on a dialog so it’s a waste of time trying to do role-playing. I will just 
have them do the last position paper and grade them. 


I need to quit I am falling asleep at the computer. See you later Toots. 


Love Jay 
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April 8, 2000 Saturday — Way up North in Mitrovica 


We all had breakfast 
and hit the road except 
for John who had off. 
_ I did hate crimes 
which was kind of 
short and got in some 
video of the class, 
some close order drill 
going on out in front 
of the police school 
and later some video 
of Herb doing the 
FATS program (a 
simulated shooting 
scenario) with the 
recruits. 

&§ I had given the class a 
homework assignment to io a ee days earlier anid asked them if a were ready to go over the 
assignment. They were ready! In fact, very anxious to answer questions. The assignment was to 
write their own test questions, a minimum of five on the material we had covered in class to date. 
I would randomly pick a person to provide a question and look for a volunteer to answer the 
question. It was an excellent review and they had obviously done their homework. Even the 
older and very quiet students were suddenly very participatory. There was excitement in the 
classroom and they were competing to see who could answer the questions first. It really went 
well. I passed my success story along to Andy and now he is going to try it. Even Jim Booth was 
impressed. The morning went pretty fast. Jim decided to join us on the photo shoot. First stop 
was TMK Police headquarters in Vushtri, formerly the KLA, not far from the police school. 
Unfortunately, the commanding officer was not present and we could not get permission to take 
pictures inside. This building was the original Serbian police station before the war. It looked 
pretty disheveled from the outside. We moved on to the CIVPOL police station next to the police 
school and were able to get photos of the inside of the jail cells, etc. We took pictures of the local 
= Police running the place and left. Real doom and 
gloom experience. Herb then took us to the range. It 
was a very treacherous road and uphill in a four- 
wheel drive is the only way to make it to the top. On 
the way up, I shot more video and it began to rain 
and then turned to snow. We turned around to come 
back and the sun was out. This was a really dumb 
place to conduct firearms training but a hell of view 
of Mitrovica. The area is loaded with nickel, iron, 
diamonds and gold ore making it a prime target for 
both the Serbians and the Albanians. Now you can 
understand why there is so much trouble here. Just follow the money trail. The north side of the 
bridge that separates the city is predominantly occupied by the Serbians and the area south of the 
bridge is predominately Albanians that now occupy previously held Serbian territory. Naturally, 
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the Serbians want to reclaim their land and as a result the clashes go on and on. The city is off 
limits to OSCE personnel; however, we are independent contractors so we drove to Mitrovica to 
see for ourselves what was going on. We in fact went to the UN police headquarters there and 
spoke too many of the American police officers now known as UNMIK police (United Nations 
Mission in Kosovo) or CIVPOL (Civilian Police). They are often referred to as the Coke a Cola 
Cops because they drive red and white vehicles that resemble a coke truck. They even walked us 
over to a restaurant for lunch but couldn’t say. Again, we did our photo shoot and moved on after 
lunch. Lunch was a surprise, as we didn’t expect cold soda! The pizza was terrible but that’s to 
be expected in this part of the world. They actually make pizza with ketchup. We drove across 
the bridge to the north side of Mitrovica and took lots of photos to prove we were here. I am sure 
you have seen this bridge on TV enough times to know it. The difference was pretty dramatic. 
The streets were clean, and the people looked healthier and well fed. The homes and yards were 
cared for. 


We drove north for about another half hour to forty-five minutes and stopped to visit a cemetery. 
It was obviously for the upper class, as the head stones were made of glazed marble with what 
appeared to be actual photos implanted in the stone and somehow glazed on to the stone surface. 
I couldn’t tell for sure how it was done but very impressive work. 


There was a small gathering room at the top of the cemetery with a dirt floor, wood stove, and a 
long row of picnic tables lined up on one side of the room. It appeared to be a gathering place for 
the family and mourners. It was impressive. One could only imagine what it must be like during 
a burial ritual. Serbians are Eastern Orthodox and seem to hold family in high regard. 


It was getting late and we decided to return to the WEEFOR ranch. It was interesting to note that 
the CIVPOL lived on both sides of the bridge and were well liked by both the Serbians and the 
Albanians. 

We took photos at a monument dedicated to a mining accident during World War II. It looked 
like a 55-gallon drum cut horizontally, sort of a giant barb- a- queue grill, on four tall pillars of 
concrete. 

The photos speak a thousand words. The Carbinieri police were 
guarding it and were bored to death with the whole thing. It 
does seem rather dumb to be protecting concrete. 
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We returned to the ranch and updated John on our adventures. He immediately informed us that 
Mitrovica was off limits. We laughed and reminded him that we are independent contractors. He 
is such a wimp! We decided to have coffee and pastry instead of dinner, as we were still full 
from lunch. We then started planning our next adventure, a trip to Medjugorje south of Bosnia. 
We thought John was going to wet his pants! Have you heard the story about this place? People 
come from all over the world to this village to see for themselves 
what they believe to be a miracle. In short, our mission is to go and 
see for ourselves and purchase some rosary beads to bring back to the 
states. It has been said that there are a group of children who have 
seen the Virgin Mary at this church for the past 18 years. She appears 
daily and gives messages to them and they are in turn are given to the 
order of priests in that church and then are passed on to the people. It 
is also been said that once she stops appearing to these children she 
will never appear again anywhere in the word. This has never been 
authenticated or disproved by the Catholic Church. 
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I just read in today’s Stars and Stripes that next Saturday a local 
election is being conducted in Bosnia. We have been asking around to 
get some intelligence on the area but nothing seems to indicate a real 
danger in going there. Crossing into Montenegro will be easy but may 
be difficult returning. We just have to be very careful and stick 





together like glue. 


We all stayed up to watch Jay Leno and finally went to bed. Amen! 


Sunday April 9, 2000 — Another Trip to Camp Bondsteel 


I was up at 5:30 AM and made breakfast for the 
troops. I had to improvise a tad as we had no butter 
or enough eggs to make everyone an omelet. 

So, I made pancakes and 2 mushrooms, cheese and 
onion omelets with what eggs I had and all were 
very happy. Herb decided to stay behind and do 
some serious cleaning. The rest of us drove off to 
Camp Bondsteel. I finally found out who the camp 
was named after by asking the soldier at the check 
point where he was from for openers. It turns out he was from California, making John very 
happy, and I followed up with the question about the name of the camp. Apparently, Bondsteel 
was the name of an army helicopter pilot who died in an air battle in the area. 





Today the checkpoint was rather serious business for some reason. We found out later that 2 
trucks of ammonium nitrate were stolen from the base. In short, bomb making materials. They 
found the empty trucks the next day. So, everything is very tight on the base. There was a notice 
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posted at the PX indicating today was the last day we could use the PX. So, we loaded up on 
everything. However, they had no coffee pots that were serviceable for our grand opening on 
Monday. We then proceeded to visit Andy’s reserve unit and managed to get a case of MRE’s 
for Herb. The Captain there invited Andy to come to a dinner next Tuesday so he could meet Air 
Force Lt. General, Eugene Andriotti, a personal friend of Andy’s. Small world! It was about 
12:30 PM and we decided to go to the mess hall and have some lunch. We tried to convince John 
to come in with us but he was very nervous! He must have been an altar boy for sure. So, Andy 
and I went in and asked for the UN clipboard to sign in. The first sergeant handed it over and 
Andy signed in as Lt Col. Dick Tracy and I signed in as Major Roger Rabbit. We had no 
problem. 


We were like to kids in a candy store with unlimited choices! We tried a little of everything, 
including all the deserts. We couldn’t figure a way to bring any doggy bag for John. So, it was an 
ice cream bar for him. He sat out in the truck for an hour waiting for us. We thought he would 
have gone to Burger King while we were in the mess hall. We came out; there was John still in 
the truck! We offered him an ice cream bar and he refused it. So, we convinced him to go to 
Burger King and we would make another tour of the PX for fun. We returned to the PX and met 
more of the OSCE gang there including Martha Findley. I told her we mailed her letters at the 
post office and we were headed back. I saw Jim Shanks standing in line at the checkout counter 
and gave him some money to pay for a sweatshirt I handed him. Finally, we were off to the 
ranch. 


Herb wasn’t home when we arrived but you could tell he did some very serious cleaning! The 
rugs were clean, the furniture in the War Room was moved around and the kitchen was spotless! 
Shortly after we got everything unpacked and put away Herb showed up. He had us hang an 
American flag in the War Room over the window. I wonder if that was such a good idea. 

We snacked for dinner and I gave some computer lessons to Herb and Andy. John went to bed 
early as usual. It’s about 9:30 PM and all is so quiet here. 


All I can say is Iam glad my trip home is still intact! I was worried I would be put on hold after 
getting through all the sub menus on the phone and run out of time but it took only about 5 
minutes. Your voice sounded very good to me today. I am glad that is a non-issue now and I can 
move on to other things. I will send you another box on Tuesday when we go to Bondsteel for 
this grandiose dinner with Andy’s Minnesota reserve unit. It contains all the things I bought 
today. There are lots of gifts for everyone. 


I am getting tired — better quit! Writing at the wee hours of the morning is killing me. 
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Love - Jay 





Monday April 10, 2000 — Grand Opening of the WEEFOR Coffee and Pastry Palace 


Once again, I was up at round 5:30 AM and had a light breakfast. Although it was to be my day 
off I decided to help with the grand opening of the WEEFOR Coffee & Pastry Palace. We all 
drove down to the bakery and arrived by 7 AM. It was closed! Panic began to set in! Then 
tapping on the glass produced someone from the backroom who opened the door. We brought in 
our large plastic container and started the selection process. Herb was losing his patients with the 
baker’s inefficiency and inability to comprehend what we wanted so we went behind the counter 
and physically took the spatula and started to take five pastries at a time instead of one. Then 
showed the baker how to stack them in our container to get the maximum amount in and seal the 
top. Finally, 40 pastries later we were off to the school. 
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The setup went smooth until we found that we had lost all the milk. One of the containers opened 
and spilled inside the bag and we had to send a language assistant to replace it. We did our photo 
shoot of the first customer, Martha Findley! Then came Bob Morton, affectionately known as 
“Commander Bob” who we videotaped doing a really funny skit on 
capitalism and coffee. Things went smoothly and we made about 160 
DM that day. 
Andy turned in BLA’s for the WEEFOR while we all went to teach 
our 9 AM classes. Jim opened with the use of the radio and all was 
going well when a recruit, Mehmet Krosnioni got spacey, pushed 
himself away from the desk, and lost control of himself. He looked 
_ like he was going to either pass out or vomit. We sent a language 
assistant to get Dr. Ferri. They took Mehmet to his little make shift 
infirmary on the third floor. The language assistant explained to us that 
he was gassed in 1993 by Serbians while in school and suffers from 
these attacks without warning. They have all the symptoms of an LSD 
attack. He is only about 25 years old and has suffered for seven years 
with this problem. I asked myself, how they could possible consider giving this guy a gun and 
put him on the street? We moved on! 





I passed out photos to class of the dog bite incident where we did the role-playing and some 
wanted copies of their picture. I told them I would make several sets of the ones they wanted. 
They really enjoyed role-playing. 


Lunch approached and the Coffee and Pastry Palace was reopened while Dinesh gave his 
briefing. He announced a rotational plan for use of the vehicles they had so everyone would get a 
vehicle at some time or other each week according to their assigned teams. Naturally, our vehicle 
team consisted of the WEEFOR with one exception, Bob Morton. Herb was excluded, as he is 
part of the firearms group and not in the general policing like the rest of us. We were assigned an 
armored Jeep (# 305) for this week. 


This posed a problem for us in our travel plans to Bosnia. It is almost impossible to get in and 
out of theses Jeeps and they weigh a ton, meaning less gas mileage. Not to mention Bob not 
living with us in the same house was another problem. He may want to use the vehicle and it 
may not be consistent with our plans. This requires some thought! How do we get someone to 
swap with us for a Pajaro and work out going to Bosnia without Bob? 

Herb was excluded, as he is part of the firearms group and not in the general policing like the rest 
of us. We were assigned an armored Jeep (# 305) for this week. 


Jack Polka caught me on a break and said he would come with us on the weekend and he had a 
Pajaro. Problem solved! John showed up with copies of his passport and so forth to attach to the 
KFOR forms. This was a requirement for obtaining a KFOR ID card. I immediately went to get 
the required signature and passed John in the hall talking to Bob Morton. Bob asked me to fix his 
computer and gave me all of the equipment and disks etc. He really messed it up. I told him I 
would not get to it for a few days because there was so much going on back at the ranch. After 
Bob left I asked John why he was promising Bob our vehicle to him on the weekend? “Oh, that 
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was just bullshit”, he said. I was pissed and he obviously detected that in my face as a terrified 
look came over him. I told him we needed to talk about this later tonight. 


We had dinner at 7 PM and laid out our plan to go to Bondsteel and take some packages for 
mailing home as well. The Chinese tonight wasn’t bad out of a can but we had no soy sauce. The 
power was out in the kitchen only, which means no water to wash the dishes! The power has 
been fairly consistent for the past two weeks ever since the landlord ran the new lines. 


Well, still no mail for me, that means no spices! It takes forever to get mail in this place. The 
boys are anxious for eggs benedict and real homemade chili. 


I remembered to write down the name of the guy who makes the final decision on who gets to 
come to this wonderful place. R. Carr Trevilljan, [V in Special Ops Room 117. He is an 
American and lives in Virginia. I made friends with him and he shared some of the problems 
associated with having all these retired police chiefs suddenly being Indians instead of being in a 
command role. I realized what a valuable resource he was and how I could manipulate him into 
sending John off to Albania even more quickly. This required some thought and planning. I 
needed to talk with the rest of the WEEFOR and get their thought on the matter. 


John went to bed as usual, 7:00 PM. I wondered if the medications he was on had anything to do 
with it. 


The rest of us went to the Internet café across the street to do our e-mail and called it a day. And 
a busy day it was. See yah, Toots. Are you counting the days? I am afraid to do that, as it will 
make it go slower. I just want to wake up and say this was a bad dream! This is a good place for 
Stephen King understudies. 
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April 11, 2000 Tuesday- FE “I The One-Eyed Rabbit 


Up at 5:30 am and I can hear the water running in the 
bathroom. A new day begins with a shower, how inviting. Andy is off this morning and will drop 
off my negatives to get some duplicates made for the class. I am still trying to figure out how to 
get this certificate printed in color for Andy. Andy wanted to present a WEEFOR certificate to 
his old friend, now a three-star Lt General in the Minnesota National Guard. I whipped one up on 
the laptop for him that contained spaces for all our signatures, etc. with the WEEFOR logo. 
However, time is the problem. The color printer is in headquarters and I am scheduled to be 
teaching crime scene management at the school. The color printer at the school requires a 
password known only by Tim Wilson who is at headquarters taking some network class. Maybe 
if I give instructions to Andy where to find Genc in the IT section he can get it done in 
headquarters. Well, I better get moving and finish later. I will need to bail out at noon today so 
we can all go to Bondsteel for this super dinner. I will teach all morning and Jim Booth can 
finish up in the afternoon. Well, here we go again. 
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I took the KFOR forms with me that Andy gotten the day before to get signed by either Steve 
Bennett or Brad Stevens so we could move on to the next step in the process. The KFOR ID card 
will get us on to the military base so we can eat in the mess hall legally, use the PX and so forth 
without the aid of Major Roger Rabbit. 


Jim and I decide to get the video and the rest of the AV equipment from Dinesh’s office. We 
discovered that there are 4 classes all teaching the same course, Crime Scene Management, and 
only one video tape on the subject and one VCR. We then got creative and doubled up two of 
classes with the one set of equipment and the tape while the other did the formal instruction. We 
then switched the classes at the appropriate time and it all worked out well. The day went fast by 
doing it that way. Jim did most of the teaching. It was his specialty (crime scene investigation) 
when he was in the NY State Police. Chris Naylor, a Brit, who never taught before, let alone this 
very specialized topic, was rather pleased that he had us on hand. Chris has a great personality. 
We learned how to all pull together in these difficult situations. This is the same Chris who 
turned down Dennis’s laptop. In short, I filled in what was missing from the videotape. I tested 
the class’s powers of observation with a diagram on gunshots to see if they could tell me which 
shot was fired first and how they came to that conclusion. The third person got it. Then I drew a 
side view of a pane of glass indicating a bullet hole and asked which direction the bullet traveled 
through the glass. They got it on the first try. I talked about lands and groves in the gun barrel 
and the matching markings on the bullet and what they can learn about gunpowder residue. It 
wasn’t the original plan but it worked well. I was bringing the videotape over to the other class 
and Beverly stopped me in the hallway to ask me a question and I went into one my coughing 
fits. 


My glasses were hanging on a string around my neck and while coughing I bent over and the 
glasses were crushed in my chest causing the lens to pop out of the nylon loop. 

A closer inspection revealed that I had a broken loop but the lens was intact. So, lam now 
writing with one eye. 


We retuned our classes to their own rooms and finished up on Crime Scene Management. During 
that time, I noted one recruit sitting closest to me who was in obvious pain. I got the second 
language assistant to decode what was wrong. It was 
a tooth ache and no medications. He had been to the 
doctor earlier and they didn’t do much for him. The 
' dentist was unavailable until next week. His name is 
Remzi Krasniqi, and older man about 55. He is a very 
thin quiet man with former police experience in the 
KLA. Not a complainer for sure! 


Well, I finally told him to go to a doctor in town and 
take the next two days off and his colleagues would 
provide him with the notes. I got the eye of the class 
captain and we nodded in silent agreement as Jim 
continued teaching without missing a heartbeat. With that, Remzi was on his way and thanked 
me as he left. I just nodded as he closed the door behind him. My good deed for the day I guess. 
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I got a hold of Herb and we drove the Jeep back to the ranch, picked up Andy and our boxes to 
be mailed from Bondsteel then drove into Pristina. Herb dropped us off at headquarters. Andy 
took the completed KFOR forms and I sought out an optometrist. Herb went to get a replacement 
spare tire and gas up the Jeep. We were all to meet at Edi’s and who ever arrived first would 
order all mushroom omelets and fries for the rest of us. We were starved! The optometrist 
informed me, with the help of someone who could speak a little English, that there was no one in 
Pristina who could repair my glasses. They never saw rimless glasses like mine. I arrived first at 
Edi’s and placed the orders. Herb showed up and began to chat with a bunch of newbies at a 
nearby table. Andy came in and joined me. Lunch arrived and finally Herb came over and sat 
down. He told us the newbies were already victims in the Pristina. One had his wallet forcibly 
taken with 3000 DM and all his credit cards, etc. and other had his coat taken at headquarters. 
We gave them some tips and tricks for survival told them to change their clothes immediately. 
Dumb cops if you ask me. It was hard to believe these guys were once cops. Herb said he 
couldn’t get the spare without a work order. We encouraged him to go get one and we would 
wait. While he was gone Andy pulled out the certificate I had produced on the computer. He got 
it printed! He said he was having difficulty getting it done, as Genic didn’t know how to do it 
but in the process of chitchat, another person told him he might be able to help. It turns out the 
person was from Minnesota and the connection between the two was instant! He said he would 
take it home to do it and could be back by 4 PM but Andy said he need it by noon as he was 
leaving for Bondsteel. A long story short, Andy cut the certificate to fit and placed it in the frame 
he had bought. Herb arrived and I noted it was now almost 3:30 PM. We finally got on the road. 
We hit the main gate at 4:20 PM and were 10" in line for inspection. 

I got out of the Jeep and walked up to the gate and talked with the soldier and explained to him 
we were in an armored Jeep and can’t roll down the windows and the glass is one way so they 
can’t see in. I asked him for any special instructions he may have for us. 


In short, get out of the vehicle and let them see your ID cards and passports. They wanted us to 
open the hood of the jeep and unlocked the rear compartment and move to the barrier so they can 
look in the Jeep and scan underneath it with a metal detector. We followed his instructions. They 
then scanned each of us before we got back in the Jeep. 

— SEE Enaaadanadhieemnasiaiiaaiael While they were scanning under the Jeep I stuck my 
fingers in my ears and asked, “Did you find 
anything yet?” They laughed and we moved on. I 
get these fits of humor at the most inopportune 
times. It took an hour to clear the gate. The post 
office closed at 5 PM and it made no sense to go 
there now so we headed to Andy’s reserve unit 
instead. We talked with the troops and traded war 
stories for a while before heading over to the mess 
hall VIP section. Sure enough, the General arrived a 
little past 6 PM and it was very obvious they were 
old friends based upon the warm greeting Andy got. 
I shot some video and stills. We all sat down for 
dinner and later were allowed to sit in on the 
briefing. Nothing very earth shattering. 
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The General asked Andy to give a briefing on our activities at the police school. Upon 
completion, Andy asked the General if he could have a few more minutes to introduce us. 


The WEEFOR presented him with the certificate of appreciation and the photos were flying from 
all quarters. Needless to say, dinner was excellent. Andy and I had spare ribs. Herb had turkey. 
Yes, we even had ice cream again. I commented to the major, “Wow you even have ice cream!” 
I thought Herb was going to bust out laughing right then and there! The Major then made a 
personal trip to the ice cream reefer and brought us all ice cream and said, “Here try this, it’s the 
good stuff!” It was getting really tough to contain our laughter at this point. After dinner we got 
into informal conversations with several of the members of the reserve. We learned that the 
Serbs are still moving weapons and ammunition at night through creek beds on horseback and 
know where the mines are. The same trails they have used for 600 years. There have been 
various skirmishes in the area, etc. While all this was going on I was filling my bag with all the 
condiments on the table to take back to the ranch for our kitchen. One Major says to Andy, 
“While you’re here, why don’t you boys fill your pockets full of cookies before you leave?” I 
almost busted out laughing! Anyway, we ate well and had a very nice time. They offered to mail 
our packages to the states for us. We gave them plenty of money to ship and insure our treasures. 
We were also told they man the rear gate and if we were to send them an e-mail in advance 
telling them the approximate time of arrival and the vehicle number we would not have to wait in 
line at the gate. That really made our day! We laughed and joked all the way back to the ranch. 
We put the Jeep in the garage and unpacked all our goodies. It was indeed a good day! 


John wasn’t anywhere around. It must have been about 8:30 PM when he did arrive. “Where you 
been John” I asked? He told me that he just got in from the school. 

He was teaching a very basic computer course to some students and Beverly and Howard forgot 
to pick him up and there was no transportation to get back. He was filling in and explained there 

was no instructor for the course and liked doing it. 


John also told us of an arrest in Mitrovica. He said that 2 language assistants and the computer 
instructor were over on the north side of Mitrovica taking pictures and were stoned by the 
Serbians and got into an altercation with the French police. So now the military is on a code 
black. We had heard a different version of the same story. Our version varied slightly in that 
there were three LA’s at a soccer game and they got into it with some Serbian locals in front of a 
local Serbian café that escalated into a brawl and the police arrested them all. They will lose their 
jobs! I guess John wasn’t having a very good day. We all retired for the night except for me 
writing this log. I wanted to check my e-mail to see if you had written but it was too late so I 
decided to finish this log before tripping off to sleep. It is now 11:30 PM and I quit. What a day! 


Love you Toots 
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Clase A-2 My Students 





April 12, 2000 Wednesday — The TMK Experience 


Good morning Toots. I am up again at 5:00 AM and had coffee 
with the troops .We laid out our plans so John would know what we 
were up to this weekend. Just John and I were off this morning. I 
had a class to teach with Jim at 1:30 PM today. So, this gives me 
some time to catch up on personal business etc. I decided to do a 
walking tour with the video camera this morning. It gives you the 
flavor on our living quarters, which doesn’t look too bad on film. 
It’s the lack of utilities and basic comforts that make so intolerable. At the breakfast table I 
brought up a question for John to answer, “What did you tell Commander Bob yesterday about 
his use of a vehicle?” He got a little flustered and tried to cover himself by saying it was all bull 
shit about giving him the vehicle for the weekend and to come and pick it up. I explained to him 
this created a problem as you now gave him expatiations that may not be consistent with our 
plans and it could lead to confrontation. I gave John a very simple instruction on how to handle 
the situation and avoid making unilateral decisions that could be problems for all of us. Tell the 
truth! “You tell Bob you can’t make that decision without all of us agreeing to it”. He conceded 
and the rest of us kind of glared him down to insure he got the message. We all went our separate 
ways and I headed for the shower. I will take care of personal business now and get going! See 
you later Toots. 





I left about 9 AM taking the film with me for development and threw in a few cans of sardines 
and crackers a fork and napkin in my bag and made it down the Dragadon steps. Well, I never 
had breakfast as planned. I was to stop at Edi’s but I got side tracked and went to the INEX 
basement to see what goodies I could collect for the boys. I just picked up an extension cord, 
memo pads and pencils, etc. I spent too much time browsing and couldn’t make Edi’s and forgot 
all about the film but I did get the shuttle to the school. It only had four people and they all spoke 
Albanian so I went into a kind of semi snooze for myself. I found Andy in his classroom and 
told him to bring his class to mine at 1:30 PM as I had the videotape of them doing the dog bite 
skit. 
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I went down and grabbed the equipment before someone else did and set it up in my classroom 
and went to the general policing (GP) room in the basement. I decided I better eat something 
because Andy and I had planned to take the language assistant back to the TMK police station in 
town at noon. We couldn’t get in last week because the commander was not available as it was a 
Saturday. He doesn’t work weekends. 


Commander Bob wanted to know if I had looked at his computer yet. “Not yet”, I said. He thinks 
I will fix it for him for a free dinner. Just based upon what he told me I anticipate a major job but 
I won’t know for sure until I look. If it is, then I will have to charge him. I won’t spend my day 
off working for free. If it’s minor, I will just fix it. 


At noon Andy and I 
made our way to the 
TMK police station and 
picked the language 
assistant’s brain for a 
while along the way. 


He told us his father 
worked in the police 
station next to the school 
and it was an office 
building where they kept 
information on pensions 
etc. until the Serbians 
came and took it over in 
1990. We already toured this building and took photos. The original police station that we were 
going to was too small for them as they had a large contingent of police and it was over 50 years 
old; and it looked it. We met the commander, Avdi Hasaqni, a former KLA member and his 
small staff. They are now TMK like a militia that work for free. He served a formal Russian tea 
that was excellent. We spoke to him through the LA for about 30 minutes. 





At first, he was fearful of us but the LA did a good job on telling him who we were and why we 
were there and we talked about his group. He was concerned that his former KLA members were 
not being chosen for the police school. We told him we were police instructors and not part of 
administration and could not give him any answers to his questions in that area. He understood 
and said others were addressing it. Andy gave him a pin from his police department and he was 
very thankful. I asked him if he would come to dinner one night with us and he agreed. He 
allowed us to take his picture and took us to different parts of the building for a photo shoot. We 
then got them all outside and took a photo of them all together. We told him we had to go back to 
work and the LA would contact him to let him know what night to come for dinner. He said he 
would get us some TMK patches and we left. 


Back at the classroom we rolled the film for both classes and they loved it! We finished up the 
class around three PM and I met John who gave me the keys for another vehicle as the one he 
had this morning (Jeep 305) went in for repairs and a new spare. 
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We now had 255, a Pajaro, much better! Andy met me in front of the school and soon Herb 
arrived. We stuffed in Bill Rowlinson, A really witty Brit, and went back to pick up John at the 
repair center. We dropped off Bill and made it to the ranch to find the electric was out! John said 
it had gone out right after I left this morning. We decided to wait and see if it would return. Andy 
went to the Internet Café; John took the Pajaro to school as he is teaching a basic computer class 
at night. Herb and I chatted in the War Room for about an hour. Andy returned, still no power, 
which means no water, no cooking. We did the Dragadon steps in good form once more and 
went to Edi’s. I must remember to take a photo of this place. It was spaghetti malaises, and coke. 
Herb and Andy didn’t like their meal. They said it was different somehow. Mine was fine. I let 
Andy taste mine and it was different. We got the waiter and explained to him there was 
something wrong. He showed us the menu and explained we had ordered something different 
than mine that sounded the same. They had mincemeat in there’s. That didn’t go over well with 
either of them. They didn’t take it off the bill so we decided we needed some flatware as we were 
having guests for dinner and removed some forks and knives on the way out. A service for four 
compliments of Edi’s 


We grabbed a taxi to the ranch and called it night. We only take Mercedes cabs now as they ride 
smoother and cost the same 5 DM $2.50. I crashed for the night! 


April 13, 2000 Thursday — War Stories 


I had off today but I helped with the WEEFOR Coffee and Pastry Palace sales. We made our 
usual run and this time the bakery was ready. We reduced our purchase to 25 pastries this time. 
Off we went! Sales were good. After expenses we now have approximately 200 DM in two days 
of sales. We thought that was pretty good. 


I ran into Jack Polka on the stairs and he told me he had to back out of going with us on the 
weekend. He explained that his Pajaro was broken into last night and they tried to hot-wire it but 
were unsuccessful. However, they did get his radio. He parks in front of SAIC in town. Well, I 
knew we could not make the trip in an armored Jeep so I decided to tell transport that we were 
going to Greece and needed a pool car and would swap the Jeep for it. It went over well. I passed 
the word to Andy and Herb about what happened and filled them in on the alternate plan. 


John arrived to take us back to the ranch and see if we could pick up the Jeep we had dropped off 
for service. We took Chris Naylor with us, as he wanted to stop at KFOR. Well, unfortunately 
the Jeep was not ready and we were told we could have it by 4:30 PM today. John drove us over 
to KFOR and Chris went to the PX, Andy and I went to seek out help on fixing my glasses. 
Finally, we found the right place but they said they could not fix the loop. It was Bondsteel or 
nothing. However, we could not go, as Jack needed the Pajaro back. The transport people gave 
him our vehicle! We then stopped at the post office to get their hours of operation that were 
rather bazaar then went to the Norwegian PX and bought a few things. We found the UN flag 
Herb wanted with all the KFOR patches sewn on it and bought 3 of them, as that was all he had. 
We bargained the price down by 10 Mark's each with purchase of three. We had John drop us off 
at the ranch and he took the Pajaro back to the school to give to Jack. We dropped Chris off at 
his place on the way. 





WEEFOR Page 142 


Andy and I decided to eat lunch in town, drop off film, and check on the progress of our KFOR 
ID cards. We noted that all the restaurants now had turned into outdoor cafés with tables and 
chairs. A sure sign of spring! We were told to try the Log Cabin for lunch as it was away from 
the main drag and has less dirt in the air. Well, it was a disaster. Service was poor as a result of 
their inability to get themselves organized. We had to eat inside, as there were no tables available 
outside. They only had room for 4 tables. We ate the salad and had a beer and paid the bill 
without waiting for the main course. We had been there an hour and others who had come after 
us and had left already. We explained it took too long and we needed to go to a meeting. We will 
never go there again! We immediately went to Edi’s and found Byrom, gave him the order and 
took a nice table out front. We got our food in less than five minutes. Boy, we have them trained 
well. Next stop was a shopping spree in the INEX building at OSCE. We picked up what I 
believed to be four OSCE flags and some floppy disks and left. We went around the corner to 
OSCE headquarters where Andy went to check on the progress of our ID’s for KFOR and then 
sought out the person who sells OSCE polo shirts. Finally, success! I bought a couple of shirts 
and we left. No progress with the ID cards, Col. Shepard was not in. We got the duty driver and 
headed back to the ranch when Andy remembered that he left the tomatoes and the onion in the 
OSCE building. We said the heck with it! We took a pause in our travels. When I opened my bag 
to give Andy an OSCE flag it turned out to be about 15 of them all bundled together. We laughed 
about it and decided to only take what we needed and return the rest. We had a coke and then 
walked to the local market and on the way ran into John driving Jeep 305 all spiffy clean with 
Greg Varga on board. He was coming for a look at our place to see if he would want to move in 
with the WEEFOR. We told him we needed to pick up a couple of items and would be back. We 
headed back and Greg had toured the place and liked it. We gave him an ice cream cone and he 
almost fell over. We all had one and chatted at the kitchen table for a while. Finally, we invited 
him for dinner as he could take John’s place as he was teaching a basic computer class to the 
recruits through the language assistant tonight. Herb showed up at 6 PM and joined us for dinner. 
Herb asked, ““Where did you get the OSCE flag that’s in the War Room?” I gave him a stare and 
he immediately said, “I don’t want to know do I?” “Right, I replied!” 


I decided to show Herb my Major Roger Rabbit outfit. “Herb, stay put and don’t move I will be 
right back.” I went upstairs and got my very official looking clipboard, put on my sunglasses, 
and my Police Academy Instructor cap with a gold Major insignia on it that I picked up at the PX 
today. I returned to the kitchen and caught Herb off guard and barked in very Marine Corps 
style, “It’s Major Roger Rabbit to you private, now shape up or ship out Snuffy!” He jumped 
back from the table in surprise, almost fell out of his chair and then busted out laughing. That 
brought down the house with laughter. I had them all rolling on the floor. I reiterated to them, 
that a clipboard is the most powerful weapon you can have in a place like this and they all agreed 
as I had demonstrated it several times already with great success. “Now Herb, you don’t expect 
us to cross two boarders and get to Bosnia without a clipboard, do you?” Now there is one more 
thing I need. They all looked puzzled and said almost simultaneously, “Now what?” “I said, “I 
need a tape measure so you guys can help me measure things in a very official style.” They 
agreed to start looking for a tape measure. We are really having a hell of a lot of fun just 
manipulating the system here. Pretty soon we all started telling war stories playing can you top 
this. That’s what got me started on my adventures as a Marine. 
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I recounted to them about the time we had an Inspector General (IG) inspection and how 
everyone worked for days cleaning and polishing everything in sight. Finally, the day arrived and 
the generals and their entire entourage began their inspection. All was going well until they hit 
the head. There was something in one of the toilets. The general wanted to know what it was. 
The Sergeant Major asked the private, “What is that in the toilet?” The private responded loudly, 
“Tt looks like shit sir!” and then proceeded to stick his hand in the toilet and taste the substance 
with his fingers. He responded again in a very loud voice, “its shit sir!” Well, with that bit of 
astonishing news they all exited the head without a word. In reality, the private had placed a 
large wad of peanut butter in the toilet just before the general arrived and was now delirious with 
laughter. The best part is he got promoted as a result of his deception. 


I then told another story to illustrate the power of the clipboard. I was sent to Army Engineer 
School at Ft Belvoir, VA to learn drafting. There were 8 Marines assigned to the school and we 
were all billeted together in a separate barracks. We got treated as if we had the black plague or 
something. The soldiers were afraid of the Marines and were intimidated by our mere presence. 
We would just walk down the street and they would immediately cross over to the opposite side 
not to interfere with our path of travel. We decided to capitalize on this fear. In short, we needed 
a TV in our barracks. 


The Army provides what is known as a day room, which contains a pool table, TV, magazines, 
games, books, card table, etc. Late one afternoon we got dressed in the uniform of the day, spit 
and polished, duty belt and all. We marched in formation over to the day room and with 
clipboard in hand I pointed to the TV and asked a Marine to check the serial number. All eyes 
were upon us in the day room, no one spoke a word as we proceeded to check the TV. You could 
hear a pin drop! The Marine called out the serial number and I verified the number on my blank 
piece of paper on the clipboard. I assigned two more marines to unplug the set and carry it out. 
There were several soldiers watching the TV at the time but they said nothing even though their 
mouths were wide open. 

The Marines fell back in formation and with cadence we marched off with the TV back to our 
barracks without a whimper from the soldiers in the day room. We had that TV for 8 weeks 
before anyone suspected anything. Everyone thought it was out for repair. 


However, an Army First Sergeant, assigned as liaison to keep an eye on us, once questioned us 
in the barracks as to where the TV came from. We promptly told him from the home of another 
Marine who lived in New York. Andy and Herb were in tears of laughter all the way through the 
story. Since they are both military men they really appreciated it! Needless to say, Major Roger 
Rabbit and his clipboard were infamous in Kosovo. 


We all got a kick out of John teaching computers as he knows very little about computers but he 
was having fun teaching recruits. It was like the blind leading the blind. He was bullshitting 
everyone about the long days he puts in. 


In reality, John now does next to nothing all day! He was out sick so long that the rest of his 
team reorganized the schedule to exclude him. So now he does nothing during the day and goes 
out to the school around 6 PM to teach computers in the evening for a couple of hours. 
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Dinner was hamburgers in fresh pita bread and fries! I made some tomatoes with olive oil and 
vinegar with basil on them as a treat. It is all imported stuff and washed very carefully with 
bottled water. We had a few left-over pastries for desert. We retired to the War Room and 
watched a little TV. I see that Elian is still in the US. They really are making this into a much 
bigger mess than it should have ever been. Send this kid home to Cuba! 


John returned from school and we asked him to get us some patches from the Illinois State Police 
and he tapped danced as usual. He never gives you a definitive answer. He made himself some 
dinner from the extra hamburgers I made and joined us in the War Room. Finally, Greg Varga 
decided to head for his place just down the hill from us. 


The rest of us decided to retire for the night, as it was already 9:30 PM. It is now almost 11 PM 
and I am just about finished with this log for tonight. 


So, without further delay I am headed for the sack. I love my sleeping bag but not as much as 
hugs and snugs with you! I will keep an eye out for your package Toots. My guess is that it 
should arrive on Saturday April 22, 2000. 


Love - Ja 





War Stories 
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April 14, 2000 Friday — American Bronze in Kosovo 
Well Toots, 


Although I didn’t have to be at school until 
10:00 AM for class this morning, I still got 
up early and had some breakfast with the 
boys. Andy came to get me about 7AM and 
said he got a brainstorm at 4 AM this 
morning. He asked me if I saw the plaque 
of the Queen in the glass display cabinet on 
the main floor of the school. I said, “I can’t 
recall.” Well, he said, “It has all the Brits 
names on it giving them recognition for 
their work in Kosovo and that pisses me 
off.” It’s as if there are no Americans 
here.” “What do you think of a bronze 
plaque with a Kosovo Police Officer on it 
holding the hand of a child? I can put it on = 
a marble base and have it engraved and present it froin the WEEFOR with our names TaSGhbed 
on it.” “What a brilliant idea,” I said. Andy was already hard at work on the design before I could 
even get my clothes on for breakfast. He tried the idea on the rest of the gang; it flew! I said I 
would then put a cover letter on the medical supplies we receive from PA and donate it under the 
WEEFOR banner since Albert Einstein Medical Center in Philadelphia didn’t want to use their 
name in the event any of the equipment was defective. I pondered the idea further, “This means 
that the WEEFOR will be part of history sitting out in that glass case.” “A real American 
presence in the Kosovo Police Service School; I think we have out done ourselves!” Wow, 
American Bronze in Kosovo! 





It appears to be a nice day ahead as the sky is 
cloudless but full of pollution. Andy was off 
today, Herb took the other Jeep and had to leave 
early to be on the range. John and I went in the 
other Jeep and arrived around 9 AM. I saw Jim 
Booth having a cigarette out by the containers 
and gave him the KFOR ID card form. My 
language assistant, Sead Dusgute started 
laughing when he saw me wearing my glasses 
with tape. “Give me them, my father owns a watch repair store and he can probably fix them.” I 
gave him the case and all and told him to give it a try. He thinks I should be an actor because of 
the crazy things I do in class to illustrate different scenarios for the recruits. Sead said, “You’re 
the best, you’re the funniest guy we have ever had here.” Apparently, he has been telling his 
friends about the skits I do in class. He is about 30 years old and is a better interpreter than Lorik. 
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They are both fun to be around and love American humor. The other LA, Lorik Meraku, tries to 
imitate me all the time. I found out that he is also a part time disk jockey on 93.3 FM. The station 
plays popular American music. He dresses very hip and his hair is dyed two tone with blond 
streaks in it. He told me that it used to be all white but they wouldn’t hire him unless he got rid 
of it. He is about 25 and very bright. He wants to go to law school. He was very interested in the 
class on fingerprints in today’s class. He asked me all kinds of questions. 


Jim and I finally went to the General Policing room and started getting the handouts ready and 
organizing materials for class. 

John came over and joined us and was very interested and started asking lot of questions. He 
asked if he could sit in on our class. We said OK. 


Before we started we were interrupted by some local girl, who works in administration, in hyper 
mode trying to explain in broken English that we had to send our classes to the dorms to have 
them move their things. The women were moving to a new dorm and everything was being 
reshuffled. We explained we couldn’t stop this class to do this now. We would send them at 
lunchtime. She wasn’t buying it and talked faster and became more insistent. Jim asked her why 
we were never told about this before. The little administrative assistant said they posted a sign on 
the dorm door yesterday. Jim explained that the class would not do anything unless we tell them 
to do it. So, we basically blew her off by telling her not to worry about it and we would take care 
of it and go have a nice day. We questioned the class and we found that most of them had moved 
already. We were going to give the remaining recruits an opportunity to take 30 minutes to go 
take care of this matter. They said they could do it during lunch and wanted to get started. Jim 
kicked off the class on criminal investigation and forensics that covered fingerprints, shoe and 
tire prints. John sat in the back of the room taking copious notes. I thought that strange for an 
observer. It turns out John knows next to nothing about forensics and had to teach the course 
Saturday morning. He is such a bullshit artist. We plowed through the material in two hours 
without a break. The class never complained. They are very dedicated which is more than I can 
say for American students. Then I asked them to go outside take some chairs with them to have 
their class picture taken. 


We got John to shoot a couple of photos with his new 35 mm camera. It will be the only picture 
I will have of the class as I will leave before they graduate and won’t get to do it in their 
graduation blues. I will miss not being there. They all want to buy 8 x 10 copies. I was surprised 
as this is expensive for them. Maybe John will take a graduation photo too. Everyone broke for 
lunch and we were done for the day. Commander Bob came over while I was waiting for John to 
return with the Jeep and we planned to meet on Monday after class with all of us present to work 
out plan on the use of the vehicle for the week of the 24". I explained our decision-making 
policy and that John could not speak for all of us. He had no problem with that. I asked him why 
he had not asked to use the Jeep this week and apologized for not seeking him out sooner. Bob 
said he had no need of it and it was not a problem. We will work it all out on Monday I told him. 
We always seem to find a way. Bob was OK with that strategy. 


Dinesh walked by with Tony and I asked him about the use of the pool car, no luck again. 
Dinesh basically said you got screwed on this and apologized. I told him not to worry about it, 
there is always next weekend. 
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I saw Herb and he told me he was waiting for a range Jeep to come in and would take it back to 
the ranch and not to wait for him. I decided to ride with John and we took the other Jeep back to 
the ranch and picked up Andy. We all went to Edi’s for lunch. Andy passed out the BLA money 
on the way to Edi’s. We had a vegetarian pizza with hot peppers and enjoyed the outdoor café 
with Sandy. She is a dog lover and we all give her he business any chance we get. I told her how 
quiet our neighborhood was since Herb moved in and mounted a 50-caliber machine gun on the 
balcony. “Not one barking dog since”, I said. 

Sandy retorts, “I don’t want to hear it!” We all had a good laugh. Sandy wants to make some 
certificates for her class and was going to get some plain card stock at the little stationary store 
around the corner. 


I asked if I could go with her, as I wanted to buy some duct tape for packing. Sandy asked, “Are 
you leaving?” I told her May 9". She wanted to know how long my contract was and I explained 
it was in two 3-month segments. Andy told her I was accepted to a doctoral program at home. 
Sandy said, “Oh, you’re the one!” She explained she had heard something about that but didn’t 
know who it was. “Yep, I am the one!” I bought another round of cappuccino for everyone and 
decided to go our separate ways. Sandy and I went to the stationary, Andy went to check on the 
progress of the KFOR ID cards, John went to get empty boxes for shipping and we were to meet 
in the rear of headquarters. 


Sandy got powder blue card stock with white envelopes for her class. I bought the duct tape and 
floppy disk holder. We were about to leave when one man, an international from some NGO I 
never heard of asked her in several different languages the name of her perfume. She interpreted 
it to be a guy trying to pick her up. She basically ignored him and we left. We got outside and I 
said, “I don’t think he was trying to pick you up as I am with you, why would he do that?” She 
agreed, we went back inside the store and she conversed with him in German. It seems the other 
man with him, much younger, wanted to buy the perfume for his girlfriend. She explained it was 
basically only available in Virginia. He smiled and said, “That’s OK as he had a friend in 
Virginia who could buy it for him.” Small world is all I kept thinking. Sandy wrote the brand 
down for him and we left. Sandy refused my offer to grab a ride with us and we parted back in 
front of Edi’s. 


Well, we all regrouped in the parking lot sharing information as we drove back to the WEEFOR 
ranch. Andy said the Colonel told him we didn’t qualify for the ID cards but we could still get on 
the base. They are tightening up on the issuing of ID cards. We agreed that they were right in 
doing that based upon the current situation. John supplied two empty computer boxes and I 
related my experience in the stationary store with Sandy. 


Back at the ranch, Herb was napping. The fresh air on the mountain knocks him out. Well, we 
went to the War Room to determine a new strategy for a trip to Medugorje. This one was dead as 
we all had to be proctors for the final exam on Saturday and had no vehicle. An armored Jeep 
was not the ideal vehicle for such a trip. We wouldn’t get done until 11:30 Am on Saturday. We 
decided that since classes are winding down for the present group it might be good idea to find a 
few weekdays and plan something. Time was short for me with not too many weekends left. 
Andy was going on a little vacation and would meet his wife in Vienna and go on to Italy. This 
needed more planning and we needed to talk Herb and ask him what his schedule was like. 
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I took a trip to the Internet Café across the street and printed out e-mail from Dennis. His trip to 
the doctor was not what he expected. He felt that he got short changed and not checked out 
thoroughly. His medication consisted of an inhaler, azmacort, erythromycin tablets, and liquid 
tussionex. In short, he had an infection. He is very happy to be home and said he can just about 
tolerate anything these days. The news on TV is not good about Kosovo. 

He wants a couple of WEEFOR patches when they arrive. He lamented about Chris not buying 
his computer. All in all, Dennis is a happy puppy at home. 


The landlord came to fix the hot water heater. I think this guy can repair anything. I had to take a 
shower in the down stairs bathroom, as the water was still cold and heating up after the repair. It 
takes forever to heat the water. I joined the boys in the kitchen for coffee and pastry. John had 
gone to bed early as usual. And with that we called it a night. 


See you in the morning Toots! Love you lots and lots! 


Saturday, April 15, 2000 — Transportation Minister Charged with Negligence 
Hi Toots, 


I am back. Did you miss me? Herb banged on my door at 7:30 AM as he thought I was asleep 
but I had already been on the computer writing to you. We had a very light breakfast. In fact, all 
I had was coffee. At the breakfast table Herb told me that there was a banging on the door at 4:30 
AM this morning and he answered it to find security had found the Jeep unlocked that John 
parked on the street last night. They took everything in it except the radio. John is responsible for 
the Jeep. Andy said he would have a heart attack. We were surmised that he left one of the doors 
unlocked. He couldn’t put it in the garage as Herb had the Jeep from the range in there. I thought 
to myself, “My problems, we have two Jeeps and there are guys out there with none.” Finally, 
John comes down and Herb breaks the news. John tried to be calm about it and we told him not 
to worry about it, as there really is nothing they can do to you. Have some breakfast with us and 
take a ride over to see the powers that be and get the stuff back. He was obviously very nervous 
and anxious to go get the business squared away. He left in a flash and the rest of us piled in 
Herb’s Jeep and went to the school. We had a briefing on who was going where and what to do 
for the exam. It was relatively simple. I saw Sandy at the briefing and she told me she forgot the 
zip drive with the photos of the first graduating class but did remember to bring the beans. We 
will plan to get a copy made at the media department at headquarters sometime next week. I 
went to room D1 and met Jim Booth and the two language assistants and we did our thing for 2 
hours on a 50-question exam. It was very easy but not well written. We had one girl in the back 
of the room that I almost threw out of the class for cheating. I had to practically sit on her to keep 
her in check. After the exam was over I made a pit stop to pick up a VCR to take back to the 
ranch so we could watch the videos we have been shooting then I went down stairs to 
administration to see if I could find someone who could give me a list of names of the people 
who completed the instructor development school. I know in the end I will probably end up 
doing this myself. Who do I run into but the very same women I had apologized to a few days 
before? 
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This was the one who had her husband and brother missing for the past11 months. I wondered if 
this was the same person I had heard the story about told by Brad Stevens when I first got here. 
We talked for a while and I made friends with her. She is such a nice person and I really felt bad 
for her. She always dresses very smart compared to the rest of the ladies who work there and has 
a pleasant way about her. I felt so bad about teasing her all that time but I really didn’t know the 
story of what had happened to her family. 
I would ask her, “Are you getting married 
today?” or “Is it your birthday?” The 
other girls would give her strange looks. 
They interpreted it as me making a pass. 
It was actually meant as a compliment 
because she dressed so well. I really felt 
like a fool when she told me the problem 
I was causing by my remarks. She told 
me the story of what actually happened 
and I could have slipped under a doormat 
with room left over. I left and went in 
search of Herb to get a ride back to the 
ranch. He was out in front of the school 
waiting for us. He motioned to me that 
someone was trying to get my attention in the school. I turned around and there was that nice 
woman tapping on the window waving her hand for me to come over. I walked back to the 
window and she opened it and handed me a letter and said, “Don’t open this until you get home.” 
I agreed. I was very startled and puzzled by it all. I rejoined Herb and now Andy was also 
present and we asked about John. He was still teaching and had the other Jeep so we decided to 
head for the ranch. Herb said that nothing really happened to John and they returned the stuff that 
they removed from the Jeep. 








As we drove out the main gate, Herb said he saw John heading for the parking lot to get the other 
Jeep. We knew he was OK. 


The boys ribbed me pretty hard about the letter on the way back to the ranch. They both wanted 
to know what was in it. “I can’t open it until I get to the ranch”, I said. “I have to play by the 
rules.” Herb and Andy, in unison, “since when?” We all had a good laugh. So, I decided to taunt 
them. “TI will let you sniff the perfume on it that’s all” Now they were going nuts in this tiny Jeep 
trying to get the letter out of my hand. I couldn’t wait to get out of the Jeep! We hit the War 
Room and I read the letter. It wasn’t a letter at all. It was a photocopy of a poem about National 
Friendship Week. It was very nice. It was her way of saying I forgive you. I thought it very 
touching and then I realized I didn’t even know her name to say thank you. I showed it to the 
boys and they agreed it was her way of saying it’s OK. I had related the story to them a few days 
ago. I must find out her name and address so I can complete the instructions in the poem. “Send 
it to everyone you consider a friend, including the one who sent it to you. If it comes back to 
you, then you’ll know you have a circle of friends.” I must save this and show it to you when I 
get home. It was kind of interesting, as she doesn’t know my name either! 
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It was hot dogs and Sandy’s beans for lunch and tasty too. We had finished up when John 
arrived. We figured he stopped for lunch on the way in and had a few drinks too. We told him we 
were going on a photo shoot in the area. But I had to finish up grading papers first and wanted to 
know if he wanted to come. He said, “No, I am going to take a nap.” I finished up the grading 
and off we went. We have loads of video, and still shots of the area. Herb mentioned in the drive 
to the monument that he saw Gary Costello and learned that he was going home to have his 
gallstones problem taken care of. Herb was sticking it to Gary the entire time he was in the office 
filing out his invoice. Every time Gary would tell him, “You can’t do that”, Herb would say, 
“We are already doing it.” Gary would ask, “Well, how do you do that?” Herb wouldn’t tell him. 
He mentioned our meeting with a Lt. General of the Air Force from Andy’s hometown and 
eating in the VIP room at Camp Bondsteel and how we were able to get mail at the base, etc. 
“You can’t do that!” Gary would repeat that about three or four times Herb said. It drove Gary 
nuts! We enjoyed every moment of the story. We did get to see the “Field of Blackbirds” and the 
monument dedicated to the battle of 1389 between the Serbians and Turks. 


We went to a Serbian graveyard took more photos; drove back down town Pristina to take a few 
shots, and a few 
other things like our 
fabulous road 
system including the 
bombed-out 
telephone building, 
etc. We returned 
about 6 PM to 
watch the videos. 
We couldn’t get the 
VCR to work, so we 
boxed it up and I 
will return it on 
Monday. I made one 
interesting 
observation as we 
retired to the War 
Room to watch TV. 

4 Wd John wanted to put 
tin foil over the lights as it hurt his eyes. That sent my antenna up and I noticed Andy and Herb 
give me glances indicating that they also knew what it meant. In short order one by one they 
nodded off snoring while watching TV. Soon we were all snoring. “It’s time for bed”, I said and 
got them all up. 





Boy, I sure wish he would get transferred he makes me nervous. In fact, he makes all of us 
nervous. He really needs to go home and get some professional help. It’s now 10 PM and I am 
the only one still up tapping out messages. Say if you think of it; try to include some more 
ChlorTrimeton. I’m just about out and they don’t have that here. I have about ten 8-hour ones 
left. 
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I finished the twelve-hour ones today. It’s the only thing that seems to work. I can use Sudafed if 
I run out. Tomorrow the WEEFOR plan to get up early and drive to Skopje to have brunch at the 
Alexander Palace Hotel in Macedonia. It is where I will stay for one night when I leave this 
place to come home. It really is beautiful. I am off on Monday so I can afford to have fun on 
Sunday. I will do my wash and pack things to send home then. 


I am glad the Duck will be doing the dining room light! See if he needs Chris to help him. I 
really think it’s a two-man job. Wow, Easter is around the corner. At least this place is starting to 
turn green now. 


On our photo shoot today, I noticed that there were an inordinate amount of satellite dishes. It’s 
basically free transmission, all you need is the equipment. Even though the homes are bombed 
out still have a dish! It got me thinking again about what is going on here. Their priorities are 
very confused. They expend so much effort in killing one another it’s no wonder they have 
nothing and live in poverty. Herb mentioned in the Jeep today that the Army recovered the 
ammonium nitrate this week. Amen! I recalled the story by the Major in Andy’s reserve unit 
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helicopter 
gunships 
videotapes of 
how the 
Serbians 
move arms 
and 
ammunition 
in the creek 
beds at night 
and when 
they go after 
them the 
people 
shower the 
choppers 
with sticks 
and stones 
from the steep hillsides above and it rains down on the rotors. They fly into very tight canyons 
making themselves vulnerable. They also use the same tricks as the Chinese, women and 
children out in front to act as a buffer. There are skirmishes like this all the time that never get 
into the press. However, they are very afraid of the Marines. They shot and killed 11 rather 
aggressive Serbians two weeks ago when they were here doing their NATO exercise. They are 
not like the military police using rubber bullets. It’s a mistake to use the military as cops in a 
place like this. 





I better quit and go to bed; got to be on the road early tomorrow. PS: I will check for packages 
next Saturday at Film City. See yah! Love, Jay 
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April 16, 2000 Sunday — VOA Newbie Training 
HI Toots, 


We were up around 7 AM today and just had coffee before hitting the road to Skopje. The Jeep 
was tight for us but we endured. I think you have to be a bit of a contortionist to get in and out. It 
helps too grease your body with butter first. We made very good time and crossed the 
Macedonian border in 30 minutes. I think that is some kind of record for us. I tried to get a 
picture of the border guard but he said no. I got a patch from Andy and offered it as a trade for 
his picture; still no. He didn’t understand English at all. We did find someone who spoke English 
and had to explain to him that the Jeep was an armored vehicle and the windows don’t roll down 
for them to inspect inside. No problem. We arrived at the Alexander Palace and were seated for 
breakfast by 9:00 AM and were very pleased with ourselves. We had the same waiter as last time 
when we dropped off Dennis. He took us on tour of the buffet first and made some 
recommendations of things to try. We did it all! We had him put a pot of coffee on the table, 
something that we can’t seem to convince them to do in any of the restraints in Pristina. He was 
very attentive to our needs and we were pleased. Some of the boys went back for seconds. I stuck 
with the coffee and had some fruit and had a mixed fruit salad instead. It was a real treat for us! 
Herb noticed an interesting man sitting by himself and thought he was American and struck up a 
conversation with him on the return trip of seconds at the buffet. Herb sat down and told us he 
was going to Pristina for a week. We invited him to join us, as he looked so all alone. He 
introduced himself and all I remember was his name is Sam. He was from Prague and was going 
to stay at the Grand Hotel in Pristina for a week while training people in the art of radio 
announcing for the Voice of America. We gave him some advice on the do’s and don’ts of 
Pristina. We explained he was over dressed for the place and needed to get rid of his white dress 
shirt and not look like a Newbie. We related our experiences of the police newbies that arrived 
last week and were pick-pocketed and robbed. He was an experienced traveler and had been in 
Somalia, and other such wonderful places. He got engaged in a conversation with Herb and 
Andy while I talked to the waiter about reservations for May 8". I got him to get the manager 
and agree to give us a table outside with flowers, prepare broiled lobster with baked potato and 
broccoli for all of us. We shook hands on it. It was a done deal. 


We asked Sam to help in taking our picture as a group. I had mentioned that we did not have any 
WEFOR photos. Sam obliged us and we did our little photo shoot. I then went off to check with 
the front desk and make sure I still had my reservation on the 8". When I returned, we paid the 
bill and Sam came with us out to the Jeep, as he wanted to see for himself this incredible torture 
device that Herb described earlier. Sam was impressed with Herb’s demonstration on the proper 
method of how to enter and exit an armored Jeep. We finally made our goodbyes and headed into 
town. Herb wanted to be adventuresome and decided to drive all over the place. We did small 
narrow Streets, the open-air market, up and down hills, etc. with me videotaping all the time. 
John wasn’t happy with this at all. We ended up on top a hill overlooking Skopje to take some 
still photos. 
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Herb made friends with a 16-year-old girl named Milka Dimitrieva who spoke English. While he 
was conversing with her, another man on the hill who we learned was her father was hailing 
Andy and me. He took us all the way to the top of a crest that overlooked the city to shoot 
photos. He did not speak any English but he was very cordial by his gestures and body language. 
John sat in the Jeep the entire time. The path was steep and narrow and he couldn’t handle it. He 
needs to go home! He is in self-denial about his health. On the return down the hill to the Jeep I 
ran into Milka and asked her a few general questions about the olive grove as we walked through 
it at the top of the hill. It was both olives and grapes and they were sold locally. We met her 
sister and were invited up to their home. We were offered Turkish coffee by her mother. Her 
father returned and offered us some white lighting while waiting for the coffee. At first, we 
refused but then reconsidered, as it might be impolite to Bay no. We sat outside on small wooden 
stools and chatted in // 

the afternoon sun. 
Mikla introduced her 
grandfather and her 
grandmother. They 
were camera shy so we 
let it alone. 







We learned that her 
grandfather built the 
house about 40 years 
ago and all six of them 
live there. He was 73 
three years old (1927) 
and looked like he was 
fifty. None of them 
spoke English except 
Milka. Her sister was 
19 and preoccupied with her 
girlfriend. We did take some photos 
of Milka and promised to send them 
a copy. The house had electric and a 
wood stove. Milka said they do get 
snow and it gets very cold in the 
winter. She walks to school and 
leaves by 6AM and it takes her about 
an hour. She wants to be a beautician. 
They like American coffee and buy it 
in the shops in town but don’t make 
it at home. Herb decided to bring 
them a coffee pot and some 
American coffee on our next trip as 
well as copies of the family photos we took today. Herb was confident that fie could find this 
place again. It is really out of the way but what a beautiful spot! The photos will speak for 
themselves. 


Ee 
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We decide to go shopping at Vero’s next to Mc Donald’s and did our good-byes. It was a very 
unique experience for us. We went to the service counter and the same girl was there as last time 
and remembered us. She was most helpful and very pleasant and spoke English very well. We 
converted some money and we all went in different directions in the store to see what we could 
find. I had a shopping list that John copied from our whiteboard. We got it all except American 
coffee and peanut butter. Andy dropped off his film that he just shot in the hills while we were 
shopping. By the time we got done raiding the place, he picked up his processed photos to show 
us. We made a pit stop at Mc Donald’s for an ice cream Sunday before hitting the road. 


It was about 3 PM and we decided to stop at Camp Bondsteel on the way back and get coffee and 
peanut butter. We made it across the border with no hassle and got in line for the standard bomb 
inspection at Bondsteel around 4:20 PM. It was 5:30 PM by the time we got cleared. If we had 
known we were coming here ahead of time we could have e-mailed Andy’s friends at the reserve 
unit and gone to the back gate and gotten waived through without all the hassle. Anyway, we 
survived the inconvenience and went to see the troops. They in fact had sent our boxes for us. 
They used standard mail instead of priority mail that is much cheaper but a lot slower. No big 
deal! I asked to use their computer to send some e-mail. I had my disk in my pocket and also sent 
the graded paper to Josh. Just lucky I had it on me. Naturally, I sent my log to you at the same 
time. 


I was happy to know my glasses were on the 
way. I printed out your e-mail with the 
instructions on how to fix my glasses. I just need 
the nylon to do it. I wonder if my LA can fix 
them. John was next to use the computer. We 
had tried earlier to get in the PX to get coffee and 
peanut butter, no luck! They won’t let us in 
anymore. However, the reserve unit sent over 
one their boys to get what we wanted. They are 
really good to us. We finished our usual chitchat 
with the troops and decided to go to the mess hall 
for dinner. 


This time John came with us and ate everything 
in sight. He was impressed with the place. He 
spoke very little and was anxious to leave. 

“T’ll see you in the Jeep.” he said, after gulping 
down his ice cream. We sat and talked a bit more 
before leaving. I took extra packets of relish with 
us for our pantry at the ranch. 





We then found out where the MP unit was and Andy then zeroed in his favorite thing! He wanted 
to see the dogs. It’s in his blood. We drove over and met with one of the handlers. He took out 
his dog and we took pictures. We all asked lots of questions including John! We learned that 
there were 9 dogs and some were bomb-sniffing dogs. They had used them in Mitrovica and 
were of course stoned etc. 
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The sergeant also told us that the ammonium nitrate was not recovered. Gary Costello had told 
us it was. We just shook our heads and let it go. The sun was going down fast now. It was almost 
7 PM so we thanked the sergeant and we headed back to the ranch. We arrived around 8 PM, 
unloaded the Jeep and called it a night. We were all tired from this day’s adventure. During the 
drive back, we worked out who was going to work tomorrow and what had to be done. I have the 
day off. I will do my wash, pack more things to go home and take a crack at restoring 
Commander Bob’s computer. 


My room was very warm and I had to open a window to 
cool it down. Instead of screens they have louvered 
shutters that can close over the windows. It doesn’t keep 
the bugs out but does keep the pigeons out! I slept in my 
big dog shirt outside the sleeping bag and went to bed. 
See yah Toots! 


Love - Jay 





Monday April 17, 2000 — The Rascals Come Out of the Woodwork 
Hello Toots, 


It’s going to be a beautiful day today and it’s only 6:30 AM. I am off but I need to take care 
cleaning up around here. It was coffee and toast for me this morning. Everyone is gone already 
and I am trying to figure out what to do first. I decided to pack first. It wasn’t a simple job as had 
to go through all my things so I dumped them on the bed and started from there. I filled another 
computer box with clothes and even put in the two smaller green luggage bags. After I sealed the 
box I saw the inventory sheet lying on the desk. I forgot, as I wanted to make a copy first before 
sealing the box. Then I remembered it had hand pulls on the sides. Saved! 


Then came the wash. I had to do it all downstairs because the hot water heater in our bathroom 
was out again. I let everything soak in really hot water for 15- 20 minutes and used bleach on the 
white clothes. I used the plastic basin I had bought as well as the one for the kitchen. I don’t like 
the washing machine we have at all. 
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It only uses cold water and very little water with a lot of soaking and almost no rinsing. I think it 
leaves a lot of soap in the clothes and they don’t come clean. While the clothes were soaking 
downstairs I washed the upstairs bathroom with bleach and water and anything else I could 
reach. I did the walls, floor, sink, tub, toilet and the bidet. It really needed a cleaning! Thank 
goodness for the rubber gloves we had bought in Skopje. The hard part was trying to figure out 
what bleach was, as we couldn’t read the labels. Anyway, I couldn’t stand the half ass job John 
did on the bathroom and we in fact needed something to kill germs etc. John is such a slob but 
we love him. I guess that comes from being an only child. In between doing the two bathrooms, 
I ran diagnostics on Commander Bob’s computer to see what was going on. He has a new Dell 
laptop and I wanted to make sure there were no hardware problems first before I start playing 
with software. I couldn’t read his manual without my glasses so I had to stop. The print is so 
small! It was 2 PM when I finished hanging the clothes on the drying rack outside on the balcony 
of the War Room. The sun was very warm and a slight breeze was blowing, perfect for drying 
the clothes. I even did my sleeping bag and got it aired out. Herb wants to buy it. He is going to 
give me what me I paid for it. He has the duty next Wednesday and I told him to take it along 
and try it out. 


We have a list at the school of people who are designated to spend one night with the students 
who stay in the dorm and baby sit. In the morning they go with the duty driver to pick up some 
students who are bussed in from the city. Somehow, I didn’t get that job. Herb and Andy did. In 
short, I skated that one! 


Now that the place was clean and going on 2:30 PM I decided to descend the Dragadon steps to 
Pristina and return the extra OSCE flags, dropped off film from our photo shoot on Sunday, get a 
haircut, make out my invoice for the month of April in advance at SAIC and shop at the local 
market. I work harder on my days off! But first things first, I needed to have lunch. I went to 
Edi’s and Byrom took care of me. A cold coke was in order! After lunch, I dropped off the flags, 
and went to SAIC. Gary was there. I was disappointed; I was hoping he had gone stateside. He 
was cordial for a change. I was in no mood for his usual intimidation and threats routine. I made 
out my invoice on his computer and he signed off on it. It will go out via fax on the 30". I 
decided to take advantage of the situation. “Gary, can I talk to you off the record?” I asked. He 
jumped right in! I said, “You know John is not doing well and I think he has a cardiac condition. 
He can’t clime a flight of stairs without being winded and we have tried to talk him into going to 
the doctor but he insists he is fine. Maybe you can convince him to see a doctor. He is coughing 
a lot more now and really seems to be having difficulty.” Gary immediately seized the 
opportunity to jump in and be a hero. He is now going to try to talk him into going to see the 
doctor. I didn’t want to tell Gary he was an alcoholic unless I had too. I will wait and see what 
happens. 


I passed on the haircut as the place was packed! I finished my running round with quick stop to 
the market to get two tomatoes and a cucumber. They are sealed in plastic and come from 
another country and that is the only reason I buy them there. Iam moving the boys away from 
the heavy meals and doing salads and things. I walked back to OSCE and called for a duty driver 
to take me to the WEEFOR ranch. On the way back the driver says, “Two soldiers got shot and 
killed here today. “ I asked, “Were they American?” “ NO”, he said. “They were TMK. “ 
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These are the former KLA (Kosovo Liberation Army) and many have become part of the UCK 
or the Mafia. The driver said, “It happen about an hour ago.” I am thinking to myself, “Andy 
and me better rethink having a dinner with that TMK commander we met last week.” 
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There was also a hand grenade thrown into a café on Mother Theresa Blvd. today and killed 
several people plus a rocket attack on the UNMIK headquarters building. The driver knew where 
to go as he had taken me to the ranch before. It seems that as the weather gets warmer the rascals 
come out of the woodwork. I thanked him and headed for the bathroom! After all that work I 
think I should be the one to use it first! 


I made macaroni salad and cleaned the cucumber up. 


I fixed a nice salad of tomatoes, cucumbers and onion and put in the refrigerator to get cold. It 
was now 4:30 PM and I tried to play with Commander Bob’s computer once more but it was 
impossible without being able to read his manual. 


I checked on the clothes and they were dry but I left them out anyway along with my sleeping 
bag. I set the table and got everything ready to make hot dogs and beans for the troops and 
plopped on the couch for a rest. No sooner had I lain down, in comes John asking me for the key 
to the garage door. “No luck here John, I don’t have it.” I said. The boys came drifting in from 
across the street at the Internet café. We had dinner at six and shared the news events of the day. 
Andy and Herb also reported the same findings I had picked up earlier in the day about the 
various attacks and the shooting. Well, the salads went over well. I didn’t eat anything. I was still 
full from the late lunch. We anticipate more outbreaks of violence with the warmer weather as 
well as a higher potential to contract some terrible disease. We must be more vigilant in our 
security and movements in town. We continue to always travel in pairs and display a Buck knife 
on our belts for all to see as a deterrent. 
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We are not armed with any handguns as it is prohibited by OSCE, so we try to be very cautious 
in our activities. We are not foolish enough to believe that they really love Americans. What they 
love is our money and the protection they derive by our presence. It’s a delicate balance between 
the two wants. 


Herb and I went back to town to get a haircut and pick up the photos. The place was still packed. 
I couldn’t believe it. We decided to wait anyway and just chatted with each other. The landlord’s 
son was there and I asked him about the shooting and other events of the day, and he confirmed 
them by saying it was all over the radio today. We don’t understand Albanian so we never know 
what is going on and OSCE tells us nothing! 


Well, the barber was the best I have seen in quite some time. His shop was located at the foot of 
the Dragadon steps just across the railroad tracks. It was a far better experience than my first 
haircut. I can’t remember the last time I got a razor cut. Herb and I were very pleased with his 
work and tipped him well. A haircut is only 4 DM about $2.00. We finally got to the photo shop 
and the owner told us that some of the pictures had spots on them and wanted to know where we 
got the film. It was Kodak film but he said there was something wrong with it as the emulsion 
was coming out on the photo. He asked that we save the box and bring it in to him. 

He suspects they are selling old film at the Bondsteel PX. The prints that we took of Milka 
Dimitnreva and her father were very good. 

Herb had them blown up and we had a beer next store while waiting for them. He popped them 
out in 30 minutes flat! We found a Mercedes cab and went back to the ranch. John was in bed 
already but Andy was up. We determined who was working and not working for tomorrow and 
the bakery run routine before retiring. 

I thought I wouldn’t have anything to write about today. I think I am leaving here none too soon! 
We also heard rumors that the roads are being re-mined. 


See ya Toots! Love Jay 
Tuesday April 18, 2000 - Teaching Styles 


The day started as usual with coffee and some toast. Andy was off today and the rest of us piled 
in the Jeep to make the ritual bakery run at 7 AM. The boy who helped us wrote on a piece of 
paper the number 24. I thought he was referring to the cost of the pastry. He shook his head no. 
Herb figured it out! He was number 24 on the list to get in the police school. We told him the 
new class starts on Monday and he was very happy. John and I set up the coffee and pastry 
palace for business and waited for the first customers. It wasn’t long and the gang arrived from 
Pristina via bus, etc. Jam not sure how much we made but it was a good amount. I stuffed it all 
in a coffee can and shut the coffee off before going off to teach my class. 

I told Jim I would take on the class for theft and robbery. He went to get the handouts and copies 
of the law for the students. We quickly realized that local attorneys should not be teaching the 
law or writing the test questions. The students were very concerned as to our definitions for theft 
and robbery were not the same as what they had been taught in the legal class by the attorney’s. 
We had our LA read the Albanian version and totally disagreed with it. We assured them that the 
test questions would be what we have in our lesson plan and not to use the other material. 
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Naturally, we had to go to the people who write the test and review the questions for the midterm 
exam with them. This class has the midterm on Saturday. I think they are doing very well. They 
study, and love to be challenged. I gave them several scenarios and had them identify the type of 
crime or if in fact there was a crime in the first place. They were sharp! Even the LA‘s love our 
style of teaching. We use demonstration and graphic techniques as much as possible. I tried to 
trick them with a scenario on auto theft and they said, “No unauthorized use!” 

I was pleased with their performance and let them know it. We gave them a quiz on all the types 
of robbery and theft and they did an outstanding job. I feel they will do very well on the 
midterm. There was no grade or anything associated with it but they loved it. They took pride in 
themselves as a group and you could feel their enthusiasm in the classroom. I have learned that I 
have to be careful with terminology and not to assume they know even the simplest of words. 
For example, they did not know the word “offense. “ 


Before you can teach anything about the specific offense, a definition is required and sometimes 
an example has to be used or demonstrated before they understand what it is you’re trying to get 
across. Aggravated theft, what is aggravated? See what I mean? There is no Albanian word that 

translates the word intent. A quick scenario clears the problem right up. Then I make them give 

me an example to insure they understand the meaning of the word. I make learning fun for them 
and a challenge and I keep telling them they are the best! They are a very unique class. 


I skipped lunch and John helped me clean up the coffee mess. Every time I go in the school 
kitchen to clean the coffee pots the manager refuses to let me do it and has the girls take them 
from me and clean them for me. He is an East Indian fellow about 35 and understands English 
pretty well. We get along well for some reason. 


Jim told me at lunch he put in for time off for this Friday and Saturday. I told him it was no 
problem and to enjoy himself; I could handle it. If he had told me his plan sooner I would have 
just covered for him so he wouldn’t have to use the official RRL days. It’s some Brit term that 
means rest and relaxation. It’s not a vacation day. He said he had to use it or lose it. 

We finished up the class about 3:30 PM and I made a beeline over to pick up a VCR to take back 
to the ranch. I was waiting for Herb out in front of the school when John came up and told me he 
had the duty tonight. I was surprised and asked him how that happened? He was at the right 
place at the wrong time. I asked him what he was going to do for a sleeping bag and he said he 
had it all worked out. I said, “OK, have fun see you tomorrow.” Herb was very late and picked 
me up after 5 PM. The weather turned bad and rain started coming down as we drove back to 
Pristina. We stopped for fuel and returned the Jeep to its snug garage. By this time, it sounded 
like a bowling alley complete with a seven ten split! 


I offered to make tuna salad and put it in pita bread with sliced tomatoes for dinner. No one was 
hungry! That was a first! I said, “I needed to eat something, as all I had was coffee and toast all 
day. I didn’t even eat the pastry at the school.” I ended up with a cucumber and tomato salad in 
oil and vinegar. I tried my macaroni salad too. It was pretty good. Andy told us about his 
adventure to KFOR on the hill in Film City. He said because we are Americans we can send 
letters for free to the US. It’s just packages we are paying for. Andy asked how much his letter 
would cost while he was at the post office and that’s when he found out all this good news. 
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He figured he would find the mess hall and see if he could get in. The UN member wasn’t 
working, he needed a KFOR ID or he would have to pay for his meal. Andy didn’t hesitate and 
he put up his 10 DM and enjoyed himself. That’s why he wasn’t hungry tonight. We decided to 
hit the Internet café across the street but were greeted by one of the operators with bad news. The 
lighting strike put them out of commission for a while and won’t be up until tomorrow. So back 
at the ranch we set up the VCR one more time and used the remote, still no luck! We are all 
pretty frustrated with this VCR. That’s two unsuccessful attempts. It will go back again and this 
time we need to ask more questions on its use. We are not doing something right or we have a 
defective VCR. We dropped back to plan C, TV. There is absolutely nothing on worth watching. 
Almost all of the channels are full of nude women trying to entice you to call them. They give 
out phone numbers on the bottom of the screen and the flag of each country to call from. Believe 
it or not no one cares to watch this junk. They have no class here! Even when we go to Skopje 
the boys are more interested in food at the market than they are about girls. We are all starting to 
wonder if there is something wrong with us. 


Greg Varga came over to pick up Commander Bob’s computer even though it was not repaired 
as he had some work to do and could still do it while in safe mode. Greg is still hung up with 
living in the country. He is trying to convince us to look at a place he has in mind. It’s a Serbian 
owned house (not a good idea to begin with) he likes the house but he is worried about the water 
there. They use well water and not too far away is a mass grave that may have contaminated the 
well. He said he would give us his decision on Wednesday if he were going to join the 
WEEFOR. He is looking for John Denver country and there isn’t any here. Greg is considering 
being my replacement at the ranch. I am still not sure he is a good fit. 

None of the boys are anxious to move out in the country where we have no communications, no 
vehicles, and virtually none of the few amenities we have here. Being walking distance to 
Pristina has distinct advantages. 


In short, we have probably one of the best houses in the area and it is always occupied making it 
safer and less vulnerable to burglary. The rooms are a good size and clean. We have a pump for 
water but without electric it’s useless. The landlord is OK but cheap. We have the Internet across 
the street, a free garage, a bakery on the corner, and probably the best barber in the area at the 
foot of the Dragadon steps. Most of all we have the American compound, “Banana Base”, at the 
end of the street and won’t hesitate to use it if the balloon goes up to evacuate. Even if we don’t 
have a vehicle we can walk down the Dragadon steps to Pristina and do whatever we need to do 
and return using a duty driver from OSCE at headquarters or take a taxi for 5DM back to the 
ranch. I don’t like the idea of being out in the country especially without any radio 
communications. We never got a radio from the school, as we are required to have them. The 
only bad part of living in this house is there is no generator and the landlord won’t buy one. They 
are not all that expensive here. It’s one month’s rent for him. Even when there is no electric here 
most of the restaurants have generators and we can go down town to eat. Trying to cook ona 
wood stove is not easy! The real bad part is no electric, which means we are without any heat. 
But now we are moving into the warm weather and don’t turn on the heaters at night anymore. 
It’s a great place for polar bears in the winter. 
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We all went to bed at around 9 PM and I decided to tap out this log on the computer instead. 


One last tidbit is that General Reinheart is being replaced as commander of the KFOR here 
today. They had some formal ceremonies and so forth on TV, He emphasized the need for more 
police in Kosovo. We also got some details on the shooting too. It seems that one TKM soldier 
killed happened to be the third highest- ranking officer of the TKM. His bodyguard survived. 


I better call it quits for tonight it’s after 11 PM and I am tired. Love you Toots! See you real 
soon. It’s nice being a short timer. I am off tomorrow and I plan to enjoy it for a change. I wish I 
could call you now but its 5:15 AM your time. 


Herb is really unhappy about me leaving and so is Andy. I have been empowered by both of 
them to make all their travel arrangements out of this place and they want to go in style including 
a stretch limo from the airport. They are both very impressed with how well you did in 
manipulating the system and circumventing Gary Costello in the process. Economy class is out! 
All they want to know is their confirmation number and seat assignments out of here first class. I 
assured them that Major Roger Rabbit would take very good care of them both! Herb said, “The 
WEEFOR will not be the same when I leave and there could only be one Major RR in this 
outfit.” We all had a good laugh and made our way to our rooms. 


One thing sure, I learned that when you live with a person for an extended length of time under 
these unbelievable conditions you really get to know them. It’s not like going to a conference for 
a week or something where everyone is on their best behavior. Here teamwork and personality 
have real meaning and importance. I think the three of us will remain friends long after we leave 
this nightmare 


I will call it a day and say goodnight. 


Love - Jay 
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Wednesday April 19, 2000 - Conferencing 
Hi Toots, 


First things first; I need the exact mailing address for USA Federal Credit Union and zip code. E- 
mail me when you can. I need it to insure there are no delays in getting the remaining money in 
my OSCE, BLA account transferred to our bank at home. OSCE is a stickler for details and will 
use any infraction not to pay you. Well, I already started paving the way by finding out what the 
rules are and walking through the forms with the people who are responsible for the processing 
of the BLA. They said I should include a copy of the bank transfer form and attach it to the BLA 
form and write final on it to insure quick processing. All the paper work is made out already with 
the exception of the clearance form. That will be done 2 days before I depart for Skopje. 


When using the Film City Address, make sure you include it to read Major Roger Rabbito, 
Department of Justice. There is a bin in the post office for their mail and they can find it faster. 
It’s a very small post office. It’s actually an aluminum-shipping container with a door on it. As 
long as you use the Film City APO it will be handled by the military and never go through 
Skopje where they steal everything. 


At 6 AM this morning I got up and made a bacon and egg 
breakfast for the troops. Herb had the duty for tonight and I 
wanted to be sure he had a good breakfast, as the food out at 
the school is terrible. Besides, pillaging and plundering really 
takes a lot out of you here. The only complaint was the bacon 
was very salty. They all ate it. I did a photo shoot of Andy’s 
class. He wanted to make a really big picture to take home and 
give each of the students a copy. He was dressed in a suit, his 
chief insignia in the pocket, shined shoes, etc. I thought he 
was getting married or something! We made him wear an 
apron at breakfast! We all piled in the Jeep and drove out to 
the police school. I did videotape on Andy’s conferencing 
technique. He taught it to his class. This is the one he wrote as 
a lesson plan for prevention of juvenile crime. Without their 
knowing it the school adopted his program and here he is 
teaching it on video! So now his program has international 
status. We wondered if they ever read what he submitted. One 
thing sure, it was a hell of a lot better idea than what they 
were using. Andy’s making history! The class not only got to hear about it but also did some 
role-playing to experience it. Andy did a great job! 





We wrapped up about noon and Andy took me back to the ranch to pick up my box for mailing 
and off we went to the post office at KFOR on the hill. Keep an eye out for another Compaq 
computer box. It should take about 10 days. Mailing things out from KFOR is not as 
sophisticated as Bondsteel. You guess the weight, fill out the customs form, put money in the 
envelop and they send it to Bondsteel. If there is change they send it back to you. Nifty, huh? 
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Andy treated me to lunch at the mess hall for my efforts in videotaping his class. We pay 10 DM 
for lunch and for dinner. At Bondsteel, we don’t pay at all, go figure? I guess Major Robert 
Rabbit has more clout at Camp Bondsteel. By the time we got done fooling around in the PX and 
so forth it was 2:30 PM. 


We then drove into Pristina and dropped off the film we just shot in the class and went to Edi’s 
for a cold drink. We walked to the stationary store to get supplies that are not available at OSCE 
and the lady who runs the shop gave us both very nice pens as a gift for all the business we do 
there. She really gets a kick out of our American humor and us. We did some e-mail at 
headquarters and finally made it back to the ranch. Once more we set up the VCR. While I was 
at the school, I went to get instructions from one of the girls in administration that uses this 
equipment all the time. She actually set up the VCR and played a tape for me. The trick is to set 
iton any TV channel and tune the channel to the frequency that matches the VCR. Well, because 
the TV we have is an older set and doesn’t automatically seek out the matching frequency; it still 
remained a problem for us. This time we got the landlord to help us. He couldn’t do it either. He 
in turn got his son and it finally worked! AMEN! He also had difficulty as once you get the right 
frequency you also have to adjust for color and sound through the menus on the remote. We 
finally got to view one tape and it was great! We quit as it was getting late. Before we went to 

. bed I got out the yellow tape marked MINES and crisscrossed 
it across the entrance to Herb’s bedroom door. Andy took 
some pictures of me and we had a good laugh and hit the sack. 
I can’t wait to see Herb’s face in the morning. Laughter is in 
fact the best medicine in a place like this. I had given thought 
to popping a shaving cream can lid and tossing it in John’s 
room while he was asleep and yell grenade and run! The 
sound of the lid popping off is similar to the spoon on a 
grenade when it is released. My better judgment said no! First of all, John has never been in the 
service and may not recognize the sound. Second, he is 68 years old with a heart condition and 
liable to jump out the window and die of a heart attack before he hit the ground. Hum, maybe I 
will try it on Herb instead. I wonder how Herb liked my sleeping bag. He wants to buy it already 
and he hasn’t tried it yet. Well, I guess breakfast will be interesting tomorrow. I made it to bed 
by 10 PM for once. Smile Toots another day gone and closer to coming home! 





Se yah — Jay. 


April 20, 2000 Thursday — Major RR Cover Blown 
Well Toots, 


I am back and its 6AM, coffee and toast time. I am off this morning and went through all the 
forms necessary to get the hell out of here. My mission now is to get Gary to sign my last invoice 
and get a copy for my records. John is off also so he took me to headquarters and dropped me off 
so I could check my e-mail. I couldn’t go to SAIC yet because they don’t open until 10 AM. I 
decided to have breakfast at Edi’s and kill time. Byrom made sure I got my juice, toast, jam, and 
egg omelet all at the same time. The place was almost empty this morning. 
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After breakfast I went to see Gary and printed out the invoice on their computer. They are going 
to pay me up to the 14™ of May. With that approved and a copy in my hand I left. I got the duty 
driver and returned to Dragadon. Herb was sound asleep and I don’t know where John went. I 
started tapping on my computer and put a couple of shirts in the basin to soak in hot water. It 
wasn’t ten minutes later that Herb was calling me from down stairs. He told me he was 
disappointed when he got in because Andy told him I was going to make French toast and I 
wasn’t there. I made him French toast! It was an experimental trial run. I wasn’t sure how it was 
going to turn out because the bread here is different. We have to slice it and you can’t slice it to 
thin or it will fall apart. Long story short, it worked and I even put cinnamon on it. Herb was 
happy as aclam! He said, while wolfing down the goodies, “Your sleeping bag is sold, I want 
it.” Well, I said, “OK, but I want my big dog shirt back.” I had left it in my sleeping bag when I 
loaned it to him and didn’t realize it until I went to bed. 


We cleaned up the dishes and I threw my shirts in the washer to rinse and spin dry and off we 
went to KFOR on the hill. We checked the post office but nothing was in from you. We 
wandered through all the PX’s there just to see if we missed anything. The best of the bunch is 
the Norwegian PX. I bought a nice baseball cap with the Kosovo insignia on it for Chris and a 
tee shirt and a bottle of Listerine for myself. I asked the manager if he sold the crunch bag 
separately as we already had the sleeping bag. I thought Herb would want to buy one. The one I 
have belonged to Alice. He showed me one for 119 DM. I said too much money! That’s about 
$60 American dollars. I tried to negotiate a better price. Herb came over and joined in the 
conversation. He was willing to give us the crunch bag if we would get him an American police 
T-shirt and police baseball cap. We said it would take at least two weeks. We agreed to a swap. 
Well, we looked at each other outside the PX and said, “Everything here is negotiable” but we 
did not trust this guy it was too easy. It could be a setup. I told Herb I would find out the cost for 
a crunch bag when I got home and send him one. Maybe Alice will sell this one to Herb. I will 
send her e-mail and find out. By the time we got done fooling around it was almost 3 PM. Back 
at the ranch, I took my clothes out of the washer and Herb threw his in. Herb decided to take a 
nap. I gave thought to doing the grenade prank but changed my mind as Herb was dead tired and 
would not appreciate it; another time perhaps. I went to work on the computer instead. I was 
wondering how Andy was going to make out with the duty baby-sitting job? 

Herb said there wasn’t anything to it but didn’t like the idea of sleeping on the floor. Rat’s and 
dirt and dust are everywhere in that place. When I am out there I won’t use the bathrooms 
because they are so bad. The smell is overwhelming, from urine on the floor, etc. There idea of a 
toilet is nothing more than two-foot square porcelain plate in the floor with a hole in the center 
and gravity fed water supply. They just squat over the hole! I just wait until I get back to the 
ranch. There is no way I am going to use that facility. Anyway, time passed quickly at the 
computer and Herb was up and John returned. We went to the 6:30 PM meeting on the 6th floor 
of headquarters consisting only of Americans. It was like going to a pity party. Everyone had 
complaints about all sorts of things the biggest one being the Brits control of the vehicles and 
how they manipulate people into flying out of Greece when they go home for vacation. It gives 
them the perfect opportunity to get a three-day weekend with a vehicle full of Brits and one 
American who they drop off at the airport. Many have noticed the inconsistency of the leave. 
“How can someone who just got here take 21 days leave?” They will say it’s a carry-over from a 
previous mission. In reality they had used the days and never recorded them in the first place. 
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And for all of this bullshit they award UN medicals. All I can say is Iam glad I am short! I 
brought up the issue of not having radios. The response is always the same; they are being 
programmed and will be ready for distribution in two weeks. I will be too short to care! 
“Everything here is two weeks.” I asked about the briefing sessions we were supposed to get 3 
times a week from headquarters. The response was that the information is now being posted on 
the Internet and the walls of the school starting this week. The new health alert (rats carrying a 
disease) was kicked around and the latest attacks on mission members, particularly Americans. 
The list goes on to the ridiculous. Bottom-line, what’s for dinner? Herb, Sandy, Greg, Martha 
and I hung around after the meeting was over to beat up on Brad Smith. I wasn’t interested in 
saying anything I just wanted to go get bite to eat. I knew it was a waste of time and nothing 
would change and so did they but it just made them feel good to vent. 


Herb blew Major Roger Rabbits cover and told Brad he was upset with the fact that 
Americans can’t use the American PX at Bondsteel and Brits have KFOR ID cards and we can’t 
get any. The next thing I know, Herb’s dissertation is telling Brad that we shouldn’t have to 
resort to using Major Roger Rabbit to get mail, use the PX, and eat in the mess hall. Brad went 
hysterical with laughter when we told him how we do it. Martha said, “You guys are so 
organized and do it all so slick. Do you have any openings coming up I want to move in with you 
guys?” Greg wanted to know how we got around Gary to get airline reservations for Dennis. I 
explained, “You’re not a WEEFOR member and I can’t tell you, if did tell you, I have to kill 
you.” He is trying to get tickets to Rome and having all sorts of problems. I don’t want to be a 
travel agent. I finally said, It’s getting late and I am hungry let’s go eat.” Martha and Sandy 
wanted to go to a new place they heard about from Beverly called ERA’s. We volunteered to 
take them in the Jeep then it escalated into all of us going to this place in the Jeep. We got Greg, 
Sandy, and Martha all in the back seat of the armored Jeep! It was a riot getting them all in there. 
We had to stop and ask directions along the way and finally found the place and piled in. 


The food was good by Kosovo standards. Sandy told us that the owner went to Canada during 
the war and attended a chef school 
there and returned to Pristina with 
his newfound skills and applied 
them here and that is why the 

food is so good. We finally paid 
the bill after laughing and joking 
for two hours. Herb and I picked 
up the tab and left, we dropped off 
each of them at their respective 
residences and headed for the 
ranch. There was a Pajaro out in 
front and no lights were on in the 
house that meant that John was 
tucked in for the night. 
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I placed our new-found combination salt and peppershaker, and napkin holder on the kitchen 
table. Herb laughed and headed off to his room.” French toast for all tomorrow,” I said ascending 
the stairs. Well, Toots it is after 10 PM and I am tired! I need to go to bed. 


By now you have received a flurry of e-mails that I got from Herb and forwarded on to you all 
regarding the situation in this place. Hang on to them! It doesn’t surprise me that we predicted 
accurately a rise in disease and military activity here with the warmer weather. Kosovo has been 
hit by an epidemic of a rat-borne disease called Tularemia. I also heard that the CDC is coming 
for a visit. Like that will make a difference. Wait until you read the health report prepared by the 
Canadian's. I have it tucked away to bring home. Anyway, time for bed!! 


Love — Jay 
PS: 


I found this poster on the wall at 
OSCE Headquarters advertising 
an art exhibition that clearly 
illustrates the Albanian command 
of the English language. 


See attached supplement: 
Canadian Health Report, Internet 
Health Rat Disease Warning, 
April 18, 2000 and Internet News 
on the TMK shooting dated May 
1, 2000. 


Note that the Canadian Health 
report is dated September 1999. It 
could have been written yesterday 
as nothing has changed here since 
its publication. 
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UITED NATIONS CIVILIAN POLICE (CANADA) IN Kosovo MEDICAL 


EVALUATION - SEPTEMBER 1999 


Submitted by Dr Mary-Stewart Moore, RCMIP Health Services, “E” Division OVERVIEW 


This evaluation was made at the request of the TINCIVPOL unit in Ottawa and conducted 
during a visit to Kosovo from 13 to 21 September 1999. The “medical reconnaissance team” 
consisted of a medical officer, a health & safety officer, and a psychologist, all RCMP civilian 
members. The purpose of the visit was to determine the health risks to Canadian police officers 
working in Kosovo, to determine the general mental and physical well-being of the officers 
currently serving in Kosovo, and to establish medical treatment and evacuation plans for 
Canadian police officers who may become ill or injured during their time in Kosovo. 


The medical team was driven around Pristina, the capitol of Kosovo, as well as to numerous 
towns and areas in Kosovo. We visited a number of NATO medical posts as well as the Pristina 
Hospital, particularly the Infectious Diseases unit. We also had an aerial tour of most of Kosovo 
by UN Sikorski helicopter. 


A meeting was held with the entire Canadian police officer contingent to discuss the findings of 
the medical team and to hear the concerns of the officers. This meeting was attended by most of 
the Canadian police officers in Kosovo and proved to be a fairly lively and informative session. 
The psychologist will report separately, but we discovered that there is a high level of frustration 
with the United Nations support in Kosovo and most especially with the support from the 
RCM1P UNCIVPOL office in Ottawa. 


TRANSPORTATION AND ACCOMMODATIONS 


We arrived in Skopje, Macedonia by Macedonian Airline, having transferred from KLM airline 
in Amsterdam. Macedonian Airline is a smoking aircraft, with extremely dirty interior and 
questionable food service. If the in-flight services and interior of the aircraft were any indication, 
I would have to question the flight safety of this airline and would not recommend we travel by 
Macedonian Airline. It would have been preferable if we had traveled by Canadian Military 
aircraft and landed right in Pristina. We were met in Skopje, Macedonia by members of our 
Traffic unit in Kosovo and driven to Pristina - a distance of 80km which took about 3 hours due 
to incredible traffic congestion at the border and a couple of traffic accidents along the way. 


We were lodged at the Grand Hotel in Pristina, about 3 blocks from the UNCIVPOL 
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headquarters. This seems to be the only acceptable hotel in Pristina, although the rooms were 
spartan, not very clean and not very comfortable. We were accompanied by an armed police 
officer at all times. We were advised not to go out on the streets alone as there are frequent 
muggings, murders, and kidnappings in Kosovo. Just after our departure from Kosovo, a UN 
worker was murdered while walking on the street outside of the Grand Hotel. Apparently, he 
made the mistake of speaking Serb when confronted by Albanians on the street, so they 
murdered him. It is important to wear clothing that clearly indicates whom you represent (e.g. 
RCM IP shirts, hats, etc.) so that the locals can see that you are an ally on official business and 
won’t mistake you for a Serb or gypsy, from whom they will seek vengeance. 


WORKING CONDITIONS 





When we visited, all the Canadian police officers were living and working in or near Pristina. 
Shortly thereafter, some of the officers were to be sent out to other parts of the country, 
depending on the needs and direction of the UNCIVPOL contingent. Kosovo is in complete 
disruption since the recent conflict with the Serbs. Prior to the conflict, the Serbs occupied most 
of the civil government and administration positions. With the departure of the Serbs, the country 
is almost in anarchy, with nobody to perform the routine civil duties, such as: garbage disposal, 
traffic regulations, judicial system, hydro, water, schooling, health care, etc. The remaining 
Albanians with the support of the UN and NATO are extremely busy trying to get the country 
functioning and establishing basic support systems. 


Our police officers have a formidable job attempting to police a country that is in a state of 
anarchy. They are left without the basic resources necessary to perform their duties. For 
example, we have Canadian officers in charge of traffic for both Pristina and Kosovo. They have 
a handful of officers from various countries, but no resources to establish or enforce any traffic 
laws. Vehicles are often not licensed; there is no system for ticketing drivers, no tow truck to 
impound vehicles or remove damaged vehicles, and no area to put impounded vehicles. 
Intersections do not have traffic lights or stop signs, and drivers seem unable to conceive of 
yielding to oncoming traffic most of the time. Thought has been given to place traffic police at 
busy intersections to attempt to direct traffic, but this could be suicidal. The traffic police don’t 
even have high visibility vests or clothing to help identify them and should be supplied with 
them. 


Canadian officers supervise the Induction Center. This building had been unused for 15 years 
before our officers moved in. The Induction Center is a “barracks” where newly arrived 
UNCIVPOL officers are trained before they are sent out to their various duties in KOSO VU. 
Although fairly clean now, the building was filthy when they first arrived, with no “western” 
toilets and extremely unsanitary conditions. The UN has paid for the cleaning up of this building 
and it is now quite acceptable. Canadian officers at the Induction Center will be traveling to 
various Third World countries to screen out applicants for UNCIVPOL duties in Kosovo. This 
travel will present different risks to these officers, and they may need new immunizations to 
cover the various countries they will travel to. (See specifics under Immunizations below) 
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Around the country, the UNCIVPOL are working in buildings which are in various states Most 
of them are old, but fairly serviceable. Furnishings are spartan at best. Plumbing is functional, 
but not of the quality that we would be accustomed to. Although tests on the water in Pristina by 
various agencies (Canadian and British military) have shown the water to be safe, the 
intermittent shut down of the hydro plant causes the water supply to shut down, leaving water to 
stagnate and some concern for bacterial build up. All UN and NATO personnel are advised to 
drink bottled water or boiled water. 


To work outside presents a number of hazards including severe air pollution in and around 
Pristina. The only power plant for Kosovo is in Pristina and burns brown coal constantly to 
supply power to the entire country. 

The smoke stacks are lacking filters, so there is unfiltered brown coal smoke spewing into the 
air. You can smell Pristina from 2km outside the city. Working in Pristina causes a constant 
irritation of the eyes, nasal passages, throat and lungs. Everyone who arrives there is bothered by 
the air pollution and notices the irritation plus a dry cough. Under no circumstances should any 
officers with a history of respiratory disease, sinus disease or ocular irritation be sent to Kosovo. 


Besides the coal dust, there is burning garbage everywhere. Since there is no garbage disposal at 
present, the residents must dump their garbage outside and set it on fire to dispose of it. The 
smell of burning garbage is a constant in Pristina and other cities. Wrecked vehicles are burned, 
as well as anything that is considered “trash”, with no consideration for the chemical contents. 


We visited a Roma (gypsy) refugee camp on the edge of Pristina, right beside the power plant. A 
couple of our Canadian officers had been assigned there to guard the camp, primarily to protect 
the inhabitants from invasion and assault by Albanians. There was brown coal dust coating the 
entire landscape. The gypsies were overcrowded (1500 in makeshift tents over an area of about 
one city block). They were sleeping on the ground, with very little in the way of clothing, 
bedding, food, washing facilities, etc. They were cooking over open fires, which was also their 
only source of heat. Toilets are outhouses, separated into male or female. Washing is communal - 
both for laundry and “showers” (washing oneself from a bucket). With winter approaching, the 
gypsies were quite concerned about their living conditions. On questioning, I discovered that 
there had only been 4 deaths in the camp in the past two months - three premature infants and 
one elderly male. There were rats in the camp, but no evidence of typhus or rat vectored disease. 
Presumably there would be some Tuberculosis in the camp, since Tuberculosis is endemic to 
Kosovo, but there were no obvious signs of it or any other disease. Certainly, there is potential 
for a number of infectious diseases in the camp, given the poor living conditions. The gypsies 
like to touch people, so the children and adults tend to come very close and touch your hands or 
clothing to get your attention. Risks to our officers at this camp would include the increased 
respiratory irritation from the thick coal dust and the potential for a variety of infectious diseases 
spread by either fecal oral or air droplet route. Although sale to work in the Roma camp, frequent 
hand washing is mandatory, and wearing a surgical mask would reduce the respiratory irritation. 
I noticed, that none of the UNCIVPOL officers there were wearing masks, nor did we during our 
visit. However, prolonged duties at the camp would certainly allow a lot of coal dust to be 
breathed into the lungs, which could cause bronchial congestion. Wearing a mask while working 
at the Roma camp would also provide protection from tuberculosis should there be some in the 
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camp. Other medical authorities reported bronchitis among the British solders that were both 
living and working just down the road. Their exposure would have been constant over 24 hours 
of each day. They were to be moved farther from the power plant to reduce their lung 
congestion. Also, many of them were complaining of skin rashes, which were diagnosed as 
fungal, presumably from the extreme heat and inadequate laundering of clothes. 


LIVING CONDITIONS 





We visited 3 homes where our police officers are living. They share living accommodations and 
are usually in furnished apartments vacated by Serbs. Some officers have been suddenly evicted 
so the landlords can rent to another UN person for higher rent. 

Rents are escalating as the local Albanians or displaced Serbs are discovering that UN personnel 
need housing and can afford higher rents. The apartments are furnished with quite acceptable 
facilities, although not to the same standard that we’re used to in North America. Some have 
laundry facilities in the apartment whereas some officers “hire out” their laundry to locals. The 
apartments are often next to damaged buildings and there is usually burning garbage outside their 
buildings, providing a constant smell of burning garbage. Marauding wild dogs run in packs, 
looking for food and on one occasion attacked an American police officer in his apartment when 
he opened his door to a commotion outside. Some of our Canadian police officers were held up 
at gunpoint in their apartment just after arriving in Kosovo. Since then, our officers have been 
issued with firearms. There are thousands of illegal guns in Kosovo, and the sound of gunfire is 
fairly constant in Pristina, particularly at night. There are killings and kidnaps going on around 
our police officers in the apartments where they live, and they could easily fall victim to 
violence, whether premeditated or accidental. While off duty, some have had to respond to 
crimes of violence being committed in apartments nearby. 


INFECTIOUS DISEASES 





Information about infectious diseases endemic in Kosovo was obtained from the British medical 
officers, based on illnesses they have treated amongst the NATO and UNCIVPOL personnel as 
well as from the Chief of Infectious Diseases at Pristina Hospital. 


1. Tuberculosis - Tuberculosis is endemic in Kosovo. They had a wide scale program to treat 
and eradicate TB in Kosovo in the 1980’s - but with the conflict in the Balkan States, there was 
less resourcing for preventative medicine and TB again became endemic through the late 1990’s. 
It is a given that our police officers will probably come in contact with TB during their stay 
in Kosovo, since they are both working and living in the community. It is absolutely 
essential that they are all tested for TB on return to Canada, or if they develop cough, 
fever, night sweats. A positive TB (Mantoux) test would mean they have been exposed to 
TB and would require them to take anti-tuberculosis medications. 
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2. Brucellosis - There are rising cases of Brucellosis in Kosovo. Brucellosis is generally 
spread through dairy products (milk, cheeses), which have not been properly processed. It 
can also be spread in meat, such as beef, if the cattle are infected. Barbecued meat is 
particularly dangerous, because it is often not cooked entirely through the meat. Members were 
advised to avoid locally produced dairy products and poorly cooked meat. 


3. Meningitis - Bacterial meningitis has increased in Kosovo this past year. Our members will 
be immunized for this. 


4. Tick-Borne Haemorrhagic Fever - This is a disease that we had not heard of before talking to 
the specialist in Pristina Hospital. It is spread by Tick bites, primarily in the Western part of 
Kosovo, prevalent in the spring and summer. The disease causes high fever and internal 
hemorrhaging and may be fatal. Since it is caused by a virus in the Ticks, there is no treatment 
for it and so far, no immunization available. For our members who may be working in rural 
communities in Western Kosovo, it is imperative that they protect themselves from tick bites. 
They should be wearing combat pants tucked into combat boots so the ticks can riot climb up 
their legs. 


5. Typhus - there have been sporadic cases of Typhus south of Pristina. With the increasing 
mounds of garbage on the streets, the rat population may be thriving and could potentially cause 
an epidemic of Typhus. 


6. Tetanus - There are sporadic cases of Tetanus amongst immunized people. Our officers are 
immunized and protected from this. 


7. Polio - There are a number of Polio cases in the community, primarily amongst children. 
Again, our officers are immunized and protected from Polio. 


8. Cholera - So far, there have been no cases of Cholera, but there is concern about the potential 
for Cholera given the poor sanitation in some places. Our officers are immunized for Cholera 
and need to be re-immunized every 6 months. 


9. I-LW - There is a recent marked increase in the number of cases of I-ITV infection in 
Kosovo. 

Some Albanian doctors blame this on the refugees who went to Western countries during the 
conflict and came back infected. The new cases are primarily young adults (ages 20 to 35) 
who are heterosexual and sexually active. 


10. Sexually Transmitted Diseases - Besides 1-ITV, there has been a rapid increase in all 
sexually transmitted diseases in Kosovo - generally from an increase in sexual activity and 
inadequate use of condoms. Gonorrhea, Syphilis, Chlamydia and Venereal Warts are all 
common. Venereal Warts is the most commonly seen sexually transmitted disease in NATO 
personnel, presumably because condoms may not protect from venereal warts. 
Unfortunately, venereal warts are hard to treat and may recur, even if treated medically. 
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11. Shigellosis - Various bowel infections have been seen amongst NATO and UN personnel 
working in Kosovo. The most prevalent has been Shigellosis. The British Army had about 150 
cases of Shigella bowel infection amongst new arrivals. This was not from eating outside the 
camp, because they were all eating inside the camp. It was determined that the soldiers had not 
been washing their hands after being out in the community and before eating. Since they have 
instituted rigorous hand washing after using the toilet and before eating, they have not 
been plagued by bowel infections again. 


12. Hepatitis A - there has been a number of cases of Hepatitis A in Kosovo, presumably due to 
the troubles they’ve had with sanitation and establishing a clean water supply. Our officers have 
been immunized for Hepatitis A but some may be due their second shot (6 to 12 months 
after the first shot) while in Kosovo. 


13. Rabies - In spite of the numerous packs of wild dogs in Kosovo, I was advised that there 
were no reported cases of Rabies. This should be monitored, in case Rabies does develop 
amongst the wild dogs. 


MEDICAL RESOURCES: 


NATO medical posts: There are medical doctors attached to most of the major NATO forces, 
except Canada. The only Canadian doctor is located in Skopje, Macedonia. There are Med A’s at 
the two Canadian army camps who can provide basic first aid and give immunizations to our 
officers if needed. Arrangements have been made for the Med A attached to Camp Isfeld, 15 
Engineering Sqn. (Canadian Army Engineers) just outside of Pristina to give our officers Flu 
shots. The following NATO posts have doctors and medical support staff and will provide 
medical care to any UNCIVPOL officers on an emergent basis: 1 Royal Irish (Pristina), USA 
(UROSEVAC), German (Prizren), Italian (Pec), Russian (Kosovo Polje), British Field 
Ambulance (Pristina beside Camp Isfeld). 


British Field Hospital - currently located in Liplijan, but shortly moving to the outskirts of 
Pristina, the British Field Hospital has everything necessary to handle the medical needs of 
Canadian police officers should they become sick or injured. They have operating rooms 
with both an orthopedic surgeon and general surgeon, Intensive Care Unit, Emergency and 
Resuscitation unit, laboratory services, hospital wards for inpatient care, outpatient 
services and physiotherapy. The physicians at the British Field Hospital have agreed to 
provide medical care to Canadian police officers. Although this agreement is only verbal, I 
was assured that they would never turn away Canadians. 


Medical Evacuation - The British Field Hospital has an Evacuation Officer who handles 
any medical evacuations out of that hospital. There is also a full time British Evacuation 
Officer at the Pristina Airport, who handles all air evacuations out of the country. He would 
make appropriate arrangements to evacuate any Canadian personnel out of Pristina to the 
appropriate medical resource, whether it be all the way to Canada or to somewhere in 
Europe for closer medical care. 
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PRE-DEPLOYMENT MEDICAL PREPARATIONS 

1. Immunizations - all immunizations on our list are appropriate, with the recent addition of 
Cholera and Meningitis. The Canadian military do not immunize for Tick Born Encephalitis, but 
some of the other NATO forces do. The Infectious Diseases specialist in Pristina did not think 
that Tick Borne Encephalitis was a concern. However, I would leave it on the list of 
immunizations unless or until we are certain that the risk is not there. As our officers go out into 
rural areas next spring and summer, they will be exposed to Ticks and we should continue to 
protect them as much as we can. The officers at the Induction Center will be traveling to the 
following countries to screen applicants and will need appropriate immunizations: Ghana, 
Nigeria, Senegal, Zimbabwe, Kenya, Zambia. The UNCIVPOL nurse should contact Insp. 
Everett Summerfield, UNMLF (Training, Kosovo to advise and arrange the appropriate 
immunizations. 


2. Medical Handouts - 1 was quite impressed by the handout given to our officers by the 
UNCIVPOL nurse in Ottawa. It is very informative and gives them something they can take with 
them and refer to once they are over there. 


3 First Aid Kits - Although given first aid kits on deployment, there are no provisions for re- 
supplying the kits once they are used. Perhaps arrangements could be made to provide re-supply 
items for the kits to our OLC in Pristina, for distribution to the members. I managed to get a 
supply of latex gloves and masks from the Canadian Army to give to our members, as they had 
none for their duties. This was particularly necessary when they are handling corpses and other 
sources of contamination during the course of their duties. 


4 Water Purification Kits - again, re-supply of water purification tablets has been requested by 
the members as they have been using up what they were given. 


5. Bottled Water - the UN has not supplied adequate bottled water to our members, in spite of 
agreeing to do so. The Canadian Army Engineers have been fairly generous at allowing our 
officers to help themselves to bottled water when they visit Camp Isfeld but cannot supply all of 
our members with the necessary amounts. Bottled water should be sent to Canadian police 
officers in sufficient amounts from Ottawa to the UNCIVPOL office in Pristina for 
distribution. 


CLOTHING: 

Our officers have insufficient clothing for both the hot summer months and the upcoming winter 
months. They were advised by Ottawa that there were no supplies available for winter gear when 
they were deployed. As the winter months were approaching, this was a major concern for them. 
As for the summer months, the temperature is often 40 degrees Celsius, and the officers felt that 
they would be better equipped for the heat if they had been issued “Breezeway” shirts and pants 
for the heat. 

Some recommended the navy-blue Tilley hat with a UN crest to provide better protection from 
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the sun than the wool UN berets. Combat pants or cuffed pants to tuck into boots are essential 
to help protect them from Ticks and the diseases that Ticks carry in the spring and summer 
months. Other International Forces have UN uniforms, specifically designed for UNCIVPOL 
duties with the above concerns in mind. 

Perhaps more thought should be given to designing and providing our officers with uniforms 
specific for UNCIVPOL duties. 


OTHER RISKS: 


Traffic Accidents: The most common injuries in Kosovo occur with traffic accidents. More 
people die from traffic accidents than any other cause of death. There are no specific precautions 
we can give our officers to protect them from this ongoing hazard, except to remind them to 
wear Seat belts and practice defensive driving skills whenever possible. 


Gun Shots - As mentioned before, there are thousands of illegal guns in Kosovo, and gunfire is a 
frequent sound in Pristina. I was surprised to see very few of our police officers wearing 
bulletproof vests when they are in uniform. I would strongly recommend that they wear 
bulletproof vests as a matter of routine whenever they are outside in uniform. As they become 
more active with policing duties, they will be more likely to become targets to the various 
criminal elements. 


Psychological Concerns - this will be addressed by Dr. Pat Mulgrew, Regional Psychologist “D” 
Division, in his separate report. 


Toxic Exposure - these concerns will be addressed by Bruce Kemball, Regional Environmental 
Health and Safety Officer “0” Division in his separate report. 


CONCLUSION: 


The above report summarizes the working conditions; living conditions, health risks and medical 
care available to Canadian UNCIVPOL officers in Kosovo. The police officers in Kosovo 
deserve a lot of credit for working and living in war-tom Kosovo during this period of near 
anarchy. Recommendations for improving their health concerns are made throughout the above 
report, in bold letters. Questions regarding the content of this report can be directed to the writer 
at the address, fax, or phone number listed below. 

Dr. Mary-Stewart Moore, B.Sc., M.D. 

A/HSO “E” Division 

RCM7P Health Services 

657 West 37th Avenue 

Vancouver, B.C., V5Z 1K6 

Phone: 604-264-2805 

Fax: 604-264-2432 

KOSOVO HIT BY EPIDEMIC OF RAT-BORNE DISEASE TULAREMIA PRISTINA, 
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Apr 18, 2000 -- (Agence France Presse) Health officials in Kosovo said Monday the devastated 
post-war province is suffering from an epidemic of tularemia, a potentially fatal disease used in 
biological warfare that is spread by rats. 
So far 234 cases of the disease, never before seen in Kosovo, have been recorded in 90 percent of 
the Yugoslav province but none have proved fatal. The strain detected in Kosovo is “relatively 
mild” said Erik Schouten, regional health adviser for the World Health Program (WHO) but 
warned people to take extra precautions such as boiling water, avoiding rabbit meat and not 
touching dead rats. 
The disease is spread by rats in water reserves but is not being transmitted through Kosovo’s 
chlorinated tap water, said lsuf Dedushaj of the epidemiology department of Pristina’s Institute 
of Public Health. 
It may also be spread by ticks, he said. International experts on the disease are due to visit 
Kosovo to study its spread and means of combating it. Dedushaj said /6 new cases had been 
reported on Monday alone. 
KFOR: DEPLETED URANIUM NOT A HEALTH RISK 
Information on suspected NATO bombing sites where depleted uranium ammunition may 
have been used: 
Depleted uranium may have been used in bombing to disable or destroy vehicles present on 
Kosovo territory. Vehicles, in particular, tanks, which have been hit, may possibly pose 
health risks for those who access those vehicles due to the residual heavy metal toxicity. 
According to KFOR information, depleted uranium does not cause a health risk unless one 
swallows contaminated dust particles over a long period. As a precautionary measure, 
however, you are advised to refrain from going near or touching vehicles, which have been 
hit during the air campaign, due to risk of toxic contamination or radiation. 
People should not access following locations in the Prizren region: 
¢ Bridge northeast of Zur Gradiste 
¢ Hill southeast of Dobruste 
* Location in forest west of Dulje (Suva Reka municipality) 
¢ Location near Planjane 
¢ Electricity and Water Bills must be paid 
Bills have been issued to consumers covering the period from September of last year for 
commercial users and October for household. Bills have been sent on a regular basis, 
indicating without any ambiguity that electricity consumption must be paid for. UNMIK 
asserts that rumours according to which electricity bills should not be paid are completely 
unfounded. 
An exemption system from the payment of electricity bills and water and sanitation bills 
has been established, which will apply only to the bills for the period October 1999- 
March 2000, only to those households, who apply for this exemption and are identified as 
totally lacking the resources to pay their bills. All other, on-exempt consumers must pay 
their bills. They are invited, if their bills appear to be excessively high, to contact the 
local KEK office and ask the bill to be reviewed and if necessary adjusted. 
From 1 May 2000, any consumer who has not paid their electricity and who cannot produce a 
receipt for an application for exemption will be liable to have their electricity or water supply 
disconnected. For the period from | April to 30 September, there will be no exemption from 
payment of electricity bills. 
Every consumer, without exemption, will have to pay for the electricity they use or face being 
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disconnected. 
In agreement with all Directors of Utilities, a 12 DM flat-fee for water consumption will be 
introduced, as of 1 April 2000. As in the past, the bills will be transmitted directly to the 
consumers. The 12 Dm rate has been established on the basis of the estimated average water 
consumption per household. The average household is estimated to be composed of 5 persons. 
The daily consumption per person is estimated to be between 100 to 150 liter, or 3.5 to 5 m3 per 
month. The price per m3 of water arriving in the tab is approximately 75 Pfennig. 
Car Registration Deadline Postponed 
PRISTINA—UNMIIK Friday postponed the deadline for motor vehicle registration from 31 
March to 31 May 2000. 
Although 12,000 motor vehicles have been registered, many after waits of several hours, 
UNMIK officials say the total number of motor vehicles in Kosovo may be as many as 200,000. 
To ease the congestion at UNMIK’s two registration sites in Pristina and Prizren, UNMIK plans 
to open four new centers in other regions of Kosovo. Dates and locations will be announced in 
the coming days. 
UNMIK continues to encourage those in possession of vehicles to register as quickly as possible 
to ensure order and safety on Kosovo’s roads, and to avoid fines, which police will eventually 
levy upon non-registered vehicles. Motorists are also reminded that they must purchase 
insurance in order to complete the registration process. 
At the same time, licensed UNMIK plates are not valid yet outside Kosovo, but an agreement for 
their recognition abroad should be reached soon with Albania and Macedonia. Negotiations are 
ongoing with Bulgaria, Greece and Turkey. Two companies currently provide regular insurance 
documents but they apply to the vehicles identified by the new plates. They are only valid in 
Kosovo for the moment. 
Regulation on Travel Documents Signed 
PRISTINA--UNMIK can now issue travel documents to Kosovo residents. A new regulation 
gives Kosovo residents without Yugoslav passports the chance to get travel documents so 
they can travel outside Kosovo. Residents can apply for documents during civil registration, 
which is to begin in mid-April and continue through June. 
The first travel documents are expected to be issued by June 2000. Documents will be valid 
for up to 24 months and can be extended or renewed. 
“The travel document does not confer nationality upon its holder, nor does it affect in any 
way the holder’s nationality. 
“The travel document does not guarantee its holder admission to other States. Such 
admission may be subject to the visa requirements prescribed by the competent authorities of 
the other States.” 
The Civil Registrar may refuse to issue a travel document to a registered resident of Kosovo only 
in “compelling circumstances,” which include pending criminal charges which could result in a 


prison sentence or a restraining order issued by a competent court, the regulation stipulates. 

CAUTION: Mine Awareness The following statement by the UN mine action experts and KFOR serves as a 
valuable reminder of the dangers of land mines: The threat of mines and unexploded objects is a 
major concern for everyone. Drivers are cautioned not to drive off the hard road surface and onto the 
roadside verges. Gravel roads and roads not traveled by KFOR must also be used with caution. 
Anyone finding a mine or dangerous looking object must leave it in place and advise the nearest 
KFOR patrol immediately of its exact location. EOD will disable and dispose of the device. 


Subject: 
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Date: Thu, 20 Apr 2000 07:08:14 GMT 
From: “Jay Julian” <jaymccc~hotmail.com> To: genc.tresi@omik.org 


BESIM MALA- “MURRIZI” SHOT DEAD 


UNMIK Police is investigating the shooting which resulted in one person dead and 
two others wounded. Besim Mala — known as former KLA commander Murrizi, was 
killed. The incident happened Monday at 13:21 in “Mother Teresa” street in Pristina. 


BEOGRAD.COM REPORTED YESTERDAY THAT: 


Two persons were wounded in the downtown Pristina in the afternoon and 
were taken to the Pristina hospital. The Kosovo Protection Corps officer 
and one of the former Kosovo Liberation Army commanders, Besim Malja, 
was killed in the shooting, announced the international police in Kosovo. 
The identity of the attacker is not known yet. 


BLACE BY-PASS WILL BE CLOSED FROM 19 TO 20 APRIL 


Please be advised that the Blace by—pass will be closed to all traffic from 
06:00 hrs 19 April to 20:00 hrs 20 April for necessary road repairs. You 
are 

urged to minimize border-crossing traffic during that period. 


PRISTINA AIRPORT - SOON FULLY OPERATIONAL 


Pristina airport is consequently undergoing redevelopment that will allow it to 
oe y operational the next few weeks. It was reopened for NATO traffic on 06 
u 
and: for commercial traffic on 15 Oct 1999. British KFOR are still responsible for 
operational running, to be taken over Italian KFOR 30 Jun 00, while Russian KFOR 
are 
responsible for maintenance and security. It is still military airport, but is also used for 
civilian air traffic under Visual Flight Rules during daylight in clear weather by 
Italian and Albanian airline companies. The UK’s Department for International 
Development (DFID) were contracted to install new air navigation systems such as a 
Non-Directional Beacon, Distance Measuring Equipment, and approach and runway 
lighting. Most important is the Instrument Landing System, to enable the airport to 
operate on a 24—hour basis and slightly improve capacity — although not much as 
aircraft slots are limited. Other equipment is also required. Reports indicate that these 
systems are operative and tested, the target date for standard approval procedures 
pene 15 April 2000. More commercial airlines are then likely to recommence flights 
to Kosovo. 





Income accrued by the airport, currently 500,000 DM per month, is controlled by 
oa and used entirely for re-investment in airport facilities. The lack of qualified 
oca 

personnel will be a major stumbling block for KFOR in any efforts to hand over 
ae control of the facility. It will involve a determined effort by the IC to 
provide 

monetary and technical assistance to ensure that people in Kosovo are trained in all 
the required disciplines to effectively run the airport. 


ATTENTION: 
Warmer Weather brings out the criminal element. . 





WEEFOR Page 178 


4 of our 46 were victimized this week. . 
Travel in 2’s and 3’s.. _ 
Secure your valuables on your person in inaccessible safety pouch. 


April 21, 2000 Friday — Major Coyne’s Career 
Hello Toots, 


I was up early as usual but John was already ahead of me and just finished his cold cereal 
breakfast and was out the door for school like a flash. Herb was not leaving without more French 
toast! I didn’t have class until 1PM so I took care of the dishes as well. I cleaned up my room 
and packed up the VCR to return to the school. Andy arrived from (Duty Officer) the baby- 
sitting job and had French toast too. As it approached noon we decided to walk down the 
Dragadon steps and do our e-mail as the Internet Café across the street was still down from the 
lighting strike. They told us they were sending for parts and it would be at least a week before 
they got them. We took care of the photos going in and out. This guy is making a fortune on just 
us alone with developing photos. I have visions of him lying on the beach in Hawaii, retired of 
course. 


While at Edi’s we discussed the possibility of running a “French Toast” breakfast for the troops 
on a Sunday morning with the manager through Byrom. Well, I don’t think Byrom made it clear 
as to what we wanted to do because the answer was no. They are open Sunday’s and business is 
generally slow and they would make a nice chunk of change for making French toast and we 
would tack on a profit margin. First, I don’t think they know what French toast is or how to make 
it; second, they don’t have the syrup and finally he didn’t comprehend the idea of a fundraiser. 
This is a job for a language assistant. 


Andy had made a large WEEFOR poster 
while killing time as duty officer at the 

school. He cut it out and hung it on the wall _ 
then draped the OSCE flag on one side and 
the UN flag on the other. We took pictures 

of course. It really looked sharp. He asked 

me if I could scan the photo of his class and 
place a scanned photo of the police patch 

on the photo. “Not a problem, I said.” I told 
him when we go out to do the photos of my 
class today I would scan them on Mike 
Smith’s machine and create what he 

wanted to finish the job when I get 
stateside. 





We also stopped in to see Linda, the travel agent in headquarters up on the first floor to find out 
if we could get a flight to Dubrovnik and rent a car to get to Medugorje on a weekend. The 
answer is yes for $290 American dollars round trip. 

I started booking the WEEFOR for the last weekend in the month. Then Andy said,” I will be 
away with my wife in Italy and won’t return until the 5" of May.” That killed the plan! We took 
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the information and decided they would go later on without me and send me as many sets of the 
rosary beads as I wanted and pictures of course. 


We had a quick lunch at Edi’s and boarded the shuttle bus to the school. Jim had already started 
the class on arrest procedures as he went in early. On the break we setup to take a photo of the 
class. We hung up a poster of the Kosovo Police Service School patch that Andy had made by 
hand and used chairs to get all the students in the picture. We got in the two language assistants 
and Jim and me. It went well! We finished the class teaching the students how to actually 
eat a person. It was fun for all. Jim ended our class with a nice fair well to the students. 





> He was disappointed about leaving and having to start a new class on 
Monday but could live with it. I told him I could talk with Nigel to 
get me moved instead as I was leaving and would never get to see 

' this class graduate and he should finish with them. He said no 
because his teammate in the new class never taught before and 

= would have difficulty in trying to do it without an experienced 
instructor to help him. I backed off and let it go. 


Jim also mentioned in passing that he heard that Dr. Ferri had gone 
to Jack Polchek and informed him that he had concerns about the 
nutritional value of the food being served at the school for the recruits. Additionally, he was 
concerned about the health standards of the dorms, etc. Sounds like some improvements are in 
order here. 


On the way back to the ranch, Andy told me that Steve Bennett asked him how it was going 
while passing him in the hall. He saw the big poster Andy had made and liked it very much, the 
next thing you know he asked for it and immediately hung it on his office wall. Then he got into 
the discussion of who were the WEEFOR. Bennett commented, “You guys are really having a 
good time here aren’t you.” Andy said, “yeah, we are, how else do you survive in a place like 
this?” He then told him about the plaque the WEEFOR were going to present to him and he was 
delighted and said he would put it in the trophy case out in the main hall. It will be a bronze 
statue of a Kosovo policeman holding the hand of a small boy mounted on white marble with an 
inscription etc. with our names on it. I really started laughing out of control over this news event. 
This means that the WEEFOR will be a part of history as an American presence in Kosovo 
Police Service School. 


The second bit of news Andy told me was the commander we had interviewed from the TMK 
last week asked his LA to get him a ticket to the graduation ceremonies and Bennett complied 
with a formal written invitation. Andy brought the pictures we had taken of him and his 
comrades to the graduation to give to him personally. 


We all ended up in the War Room around 5 PM very tired and I didn’t feel much like cooking. 
Then John said he wanted to talk to us; we all got comfortable and listened to what he had to say. 
He was responding to my question about his rank of Major. He had no proof he ever was a Major 
in the Illinois State Police and no one believed that he was one. He felt obligated to tell us his 
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career in great detail to regain his credibility. This ping-pong career between BCI and the State 
Police took an hour to tell. 


The bottom line is he was appointed the pay grade of a Major but never was one nor did he carry 
the rank of Major. His retirement card says “Agent” which he did not have with him. Well, I 
nailed him! He was never a Major. He never even took a test to 
become one. We sensed that it really hurt for him to tell the 
truth but he was compelled to do it to regain any credibility with 
us. Herb was ready to start in on him about it but I stopped him 
by saying, “If he was getting the pay of a Major, he was a Major 
as far as we were concerned and let him down easy.” I decided 
to get us off the subject and suggested that we go to the KFOR 

_ mess hall for dinner as it was getting late and I didn’t really 
want to cook. We all decided to go except John. He said he 
wanted to keep losing weight and wouldn’t go with us. I think 
he just wanted to be alone. 





He really is still eating a lot. In fact, he ate most of the macaroni 
salad because none us of had any. He makes these enormous 
lunches. It seems like I cook just for John sometimes. He 
certainly likes what I make. 


Dinner was good at KFOR but not as good as Bondsteel. We tried the post office once more and 
no packages for me. I was kind of disappointed but convinced myself Saturday is the day and to 
be patient. 


We then drove downtown to the market area and went to the ice cream shop I had told Herb 
about the day before. We had a nice relaxing conversation and then moved to the open courtyard 
to end our day with cappuccino. Low and behold it was the landlord’s son working in the shop 
part time. He surprised us all. This kid is making a fortune as it is working for the KFOR as a 
language assistant (1,400 DM a month) that is a lot of money here. Most live on 200 — 300 DM a 
month. He said he talked to his father about our request for lawn chairs and a grill for the 
balcony and he said yes. I didn’t think he would do it, as he is pretty tight with a buck. He must 
like something or us. By the time we got in it was after 10 PM and we hit the sack. We knew we 
had a long day Saturday with graduation in the morning and midterms in the afternoon etc. A 
new batch of recruits starts on Monday. 


Needless to say, it was a very fast day for us. But we had a good day all in all. I better hit the 
sack Toots. 

I have to ask you, I wonder why you don’t write much. I guess it’s not your thing. I know you 
care but I need to hear your voice once in a while or some sign that lets me touch you from afar. 
I guess I miss you more than I realize or something like that. I am tired and don’t know what I 
am saying anymore. I should talk, I don’t even have your picture with me and the boys have 
beaten me up about it too. I will write tomorrow. I love you, Jay 
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April 22, 2000 Saturday - Graduation Day 


SESS RT 





Hello Toots, 


We are all up early this morning and it was French toast again! They are in love with it! Herb 
was the only one off but wanted to go to the graduation and be the official photographer for the 
WEEFOR. Andy was decked out for his class. John and I had to teach and went to the school. 


Jim and I did a practical on theft. We staged a theft at a bus stop outside the school. I used my 
black OSCE carry bag and got a student from another class who they have never seen to steal the 
bag at the bus stop. I gave him a different hat and glasses and told him to be casual as he 
approached and quickly take the bag and run to the rear of the building so they could not get a 
good look at him. I played the role of the victim. It was fun! We returned to class and they were 
to take the report and describe what the suspect looked like in the report. They did very well. 

I was surprised as this crime was acted out very fast deliberately. I then gave them one more 
review before the test and sent them to lunch early. They were ready! I was a proctor to a class 
across the hall from mine. All went smoothly. Lorik Meraku, affectionately known as Spider, 
had a low conversation with me in the back of the room while the test was in progress. It was not 
surprising to hear him say he wanted to go to America but his mother and sister will not go and 
he won’t leave them. However, if the Americans leave he will take them out of the country 
immediately. The country will fall apart. He wants to wait until his sister is 20 years old, she is 
now 17, then she will be in a better position to take care of his mother and he will strike out on 
his own. He wants to go to broadcasting school in America. He is a part time disk jockey here on 
93.3 FM. The station plays jazz and rhythm and blues. 
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He is on tonight solo for 2 hours 8 —10 PM. I finally found out why they called him “Spider”. He 
said he is a very good basketball player and is famous for is rebounds off the backboard. Hence, 
they started calling him Spider. He has adopted Spiderman as his logo and loves to draw it all 
over the place. Maybe you could ask Glen to make something personal for him with Spiderman 
on it. He would just love to have a 
Spiderman comic book. He has none and 
very unlikely to get any here. He would 
be thrilled. Perhaps Mikie can supply 
him with some. I am willing to part with 





the wide panorama shot of Spiderman we have if 
you are. He is even talking about getting a tattoo of 
Spiderman on his leg in a crouching position. He 
showed me the picture already. If the kids decide to 
do it even after I have left here we can send it to 
Andy at the same APO and he will pass it on to 
Spider. 





I looked out the window and noticed my class in the 

courtyard after only 40 minutes of a one-hour test. They were all smiling and waving and gave 
me the thumbs up and the Roger Rabbit sign, and I returned it. I use the Roger Rabbit sign to get 
the class back in control. All I do is just place my hands on either side of my head and wiggle my 
fingers like rabbit ears and whisper Roger Rabbit and they quiet down immediately. It became 
the class mascot. They loved the idea and get a big kick out of it. I was relieved and happy for 
them. They obviously did well. I guess they are as anxious as I am to see the results. It was now 
one o’clock and the exam was over and I headed for the shuttle bus to return to headquarters 
along with Jim and John. The word from most of the instructors on the bus was their classes did 
well. 


The American’s appear to be the pros on this mission when it comes to teaching and the French 
are on the bottom of the barrel because no one can understand them when they speak. However, 
when it comes to defensive tactics, the French are the best in demonstration and technique! 


That reminds me, Eric Pinto will be back from vacation on Monday and things have really 
changed since he has been gone. He will roll with the punches. He is a really nice guy. 


I no sooner got off the bus and walked around the corner and I spotted Andy and Herb at Edi’s in 
the out-door café section. John went to the Internet at headquarters and Jim and I joined the 
group at the table. 
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Byrom immediately came over and took my order. 
Herb said he took lots of videotape at the graduation 
and got chased from one location to another but 
didn’t care; he said it was worth it. “Everyone was in 
their dress uniforms from so many countries it was 
hard to keep track of who was who,” Herb Said. It 
was very impressive and I was very disappointed I 
could not attend but I had to proctor a class on the 
midterms today. In 4 weeks, it will be my class 
graduating and I feel kind of sad knowing I won’t be 
there to see the fruits of my work. I really wanted a 
picture of them in their dress blue uniforms at 
graduation. I will get the boys to get me some but there is nothing like being there! In any event, 
I will have lots of indelible memories of this entire episode. One thing sure I plan to insert photos 
into this log to make it come alive for whoever reads it. It is a part of my life and it will 
obviously be part of history to look back on and say, “I remember when and laugh about it.” 





Jim mentioned to me during lunch that he received an email from his wife telling him someone is 
organizing a Seaford High School multiple class reunion and it included the class of 61. He 
didn’t have any details but said to e-mail him and he will forward it to his wife. Small world is 
all I could say! Jim agreed. 


After lunch, Herb and I went to headquarters to send e-mails. I wanted you to know I got my 
glasses fixed and to see who was writing me these days. I owe Ernie a reply to his e-mail. After 
all the chitchat at Edi’s we got the duty driver to take us back to the ranch. 


Doug Roth had Herb’s Jeep so he could take care of a few things. Herb told me he hasn’t had a 
vehicle since he has been here. That has been a lot longer than we have been here so he told him 
to take the Jeep and do what he needed to do. We didn’t mind the duty driver routine since we do 
it all the time. 


We all did our individual things upon return to the ranch. I decided to write in my log as you can 
tell. 


Andy took a nap, Herb was working on organizing his photos and putting them in photo albums 
and John went to sleep. I kept an eye on the time, as I wanted to go to the post office at KFOR 
and see if your package was there. They have bizarre hours of operation. 


Herb said Doug would bring back the Jeep at around 6 PM. Sure enough, he showed up at 6 PM! 
Doug seems to be a nice guy and this is not his first mission. He just rolled over from completing 
a contract with DynCorp and joined SAIC on this mission. I offered him a beer and told him we 
would take him home as we were going to KFOR. He said, “I just came from there.” He decided 
to wait for us to come back and enjoy a beer with John. 
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We went to the PX first since they closed at 8 PM. I got a replacement for my Mag-lite case. It 
was defective. I bought two T-shirts for my LA’s. They earned them! They did a real good job 
and had fun in the process. 


I got them both Hard Rock Café Kosovo shirts with bullet holes in the front and on the back, it 
shows where the bullets exited. It is a really neat idea. We went to the post office and at first, I 
was told no package. We wandered off to an adjacent tent and found out it was a day room for 
the Army. It had a huge TV with satellite and VCR, a pool table, refrigerator, all sorts of 
videotapes, soda, etc. There was no one there! We watched TV for a while and finally a Sergeant 
came in and we talked for a while and learned a lot from him. He said, EuroCorp is running the 
show here and it excludes the Brits and the U.S. They don’t want our help. We said we never 
heard of them. He said it was news to him too and he read it on some memo. He said the 
Americans would never run the show here. The only time we are welcome is when the shit hits 
the fan and they need us to bail out the Balkans. Everyone is of the same opinion, if the 
Americans leave, the house of cards will come crashing down. The Sergeant then told us we can 
have our own APO box and it was not a problem. He said, “Come with me and I will fix you up 
right now.” We looked really shocked! He also said we can supply him with a list of Americans 
by name to receive mail and he would take care of the rest. We went back to the post office and 
the corporal there said, “I found your package.” Well, that made my day. It was the graduation 
certificates and the instructor development paper. The boys were disappointed there was no 
hollandaise sauce in the box. That made my day; a box of goodies from home even if it wasn’t 
for me personally. We thanked them both for their help and started walking to the Pajaro 
contemplating whether or not to let out this information to the rest of the American’s. At first, 
we thought it was a great idea and everyone could get mail without all the bullshit from Gary 
about packages etc.? Then we thought again, the reason this privilege was taken away in the first 
place was that someone shipped in an air conditioner using the military address. We concluded it 
would be wiser to keep this information to ourselves at this time. All any of them need do is a 
little legwork like we did to gain this knowledge. We returned to the ranch and said nothing to 
John, as he is a big mouth. John told us Doug had left because he didn’t want to miss a call from 
his wife. Once again, we went our separate ways doing different things. I returned to writing on 
my laptop and Herb putting pictures in his photo album and Andy writing a letter, I assume to his 
wife. It’s now 10:10 PM and all is quiet. John went to bed early as usual. I went to check on 
Herb and his picture album. 


He motioned to me to keep quiet and said, “John will come with us tomorrow to the Alaxendar 
Hotel for our usual Sunday brunch but won’t go into the hills with us and bring the coffee pot 
and photos to Milka and her family. 

He said he has already made up his mind not to come to my final departure on the 8" as he is 
working and can’t get away.” Obviously, he really doesn’t want to come. He is pissed at me 
because I caught him in a lie about his position in the Illinois State Police. We all suspected it but 
I called him on it and was right. He is quite a bullshit artist. I gave everyone a NCPD patch 
tonight including Major John Coyne. He thanked me and said he would reciprocate with his 
department patch. I think I have done enough writing for today. I am off for a cold drink and to 
bed! See you soon Toots. I must remember to e-mail Ernie tomorrow. 
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I sure hope the Internet Café across the street becomes operational next week. It is so convenient 
and you don’t feel rushed like at OSCE headquarters building. There is always someone waiting 
to use a terminal and you feel pressured. It’s worth the money. 


Love, Jay 





April 23, 2000 Easter Sunday in Skopje 
Hello again Toots, 


It’s a holiday but not 
recognized here in Kosovo. 
However, the WEEFOR 
decided that was not a 
deterrent and took matters 
into our own hands. We were 
off at 7 AM for the 
Aleksandar Palace Hotel in 
Skopje once more. Note how 
they spell Alexander. It is a 
five-star hotel and we love 

_ having breakfast there. It’s 
wee Our holiday treat since not 
even the Brits or the school in 
general recognizes Easter 
; here. The school will be open 
on Monday. We are getting the routine down pat now, according to my watch we were seated for 
breakfast by 9 AM once again. It was a beautiful day to eat on the patio. John took a couple of 
photos of us just enjoying our breakfast. We drank coffee until it came out of our ears. By 10:30 
we couldn’t move from all the food we ate. They even had Easter Eggs. We could not find the 
waiter from the previous week to serve us but it didn’t make a difference. The buffet was 
fabulous. We found the Internet off the lobby where everyone tried to get out messages to family 
at home. Andy wanted to send Major Antoinette a note to let him know we were coming to 
Bondsteel and see if we could get in the back gate without a hassle. Herb and Andy were 
checking to see if they had any incoming mail as well. There weren’t enough terminals so I just 
hung out and supervised them in the use. The system was not powerful enough to handle 3 
people at the same time and kept blowing them out. They finally gave up after four or five 
attempts and rebooting cycles. To add to their frustration the keyboard was programmed for 
some other foreign language and really drove them nuts. 
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It was then decided it was time for our pilgrimage to the hills 
to see Milka Dimitnreva and her family to deliver the coffee 
pot and photos as promised. They seemed surprised at our 
return and were very cordial. Herb helped them figure out 
how to use the pot and her father served white lighting despite 
all our protests. This stuff is like battery acid. We couldn’t 
wait for the coffee chaser! We learned a lot in our 
conversation with them. Herb was full of questions. The 
children have mandatory English lessons and start at the 5" 
grade. No summer school here! They use American textbooks. 
They also do not like the Albanians or the Roma. Roma are 
the gypsies who live anywhere they can. They are the 
equivalent of the homeless in America. They feel the 
Albanians are lazy people and don’t want to do anything to 
help themselves. That kind of rang a bell in my mind, Bill 
Rowlinson, a Brit, had said to us once that the Albanians are 
referred to as the “Negroes of the Balkans.” Well, we didn’t pins that area further. None of 
them knew what Easter was. We thought it best to avoid politics and religion and kept the 
conversation casual. Herb asked Milka, ““What do you call your mother?” She replied, “Mom.” 
Andy and I laughed really hard over that one. What he meant was, “What do you call your 
mother in Macedonian?” We talked about the olive grove 
he had and the growing cycle, etc. Finally, we took some 
more photos and said our goodbyes after finishing our 
American coffee. I gave her father some money to buy all 
the kids ice cream as we left. This was a good way to use 
up the remaining foreign currency so I would have one less 
to deal with. I figured the kids in the neighborhood would 
enjoy the ice cream. He was thankful and waived as we 
made our way down the steep hill. 








The way you get off this hill is incredible. It is a 270-degree turn. You drive forward into a dead 
end then backup on the opposite side of the road that intersects with the dead end far enough to 
make the turn onto the downward slope of the road. It’s very steep on one side to make things 
even more difficult. 


Needless to stay, John did not come on our visit to the hills of Skopje as he gets winded easily. 
He stayed at the hotel and waited for us to pick him up on our return. Herb said, “Do you really 
think those kids will get the ice cream?” I said, “Yes, I would like to think so.” As we headed for 
Mc Donald’s in Skopje, Herb said, “We should have taken them all with us to Mc Donald’s for 
ice cream.” I admitted it was a better idea, maybe next time. Andy did the honors, Sunday’s all 
around. Then it was back to the hotel to pick up John. He was on the Internet checking his mail. 
We all tried one more time to no avail. We drove downtown and found the shopping mall called 
Euro Gardens. A colleague told us about this place before we left. It is basically a multilevel 
parking lot set in concrete with shops all around the periphery. Not a KOP mall or even a 
Plymouth Meeting Mall for that matter. Most of the stores were closed for the holiday. 
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However, we found one open that caught everyone’s eye. We ended up buying shorts! Yes, my 
“Uniform of the Day, T-shirt and shorts”! I tried them on and they fit so I wore them the rest of 
the day. I was as happy as a clam. Herb bought two pair and Andy bought one pair. John’s size 
they didn’t have. 


So off to Bondsteel we went after our little shopping spree. The wait wasn’t too bad, about 40 
minutes. We headed to Andy’s reserve unit and they sent one of the Sergeants over to get us 
some supplies from the PX and they threw in 2 big 3lb cans of Hills Brother’s coffee for us. 
They get it free thanks to our tax dollars. We can’t get coffee at the KFOR PX on the hill and we 
are allowed to use the PX there. At Bondsteel they cut us off from using the PX but they sell the 
coffee. We pay to eat in the mess hall at KFOR but eat free at Bondsteel. It doesn’t make sense. 
We all got on the Internet OK this time right there in the barracks. They even make phone calls 
home via the satellite while sitting on the porch. That’s when I sent you the e-mail about the 
Seaford High School reunion as a forwarded message. I learned later from Jim Booth it is to be 
at the Huntington Town House in October. I was also able to get his wife’s name, Lynne. There 
will be more to follow on that I am sure. 


It was a bit after 6 PM and we made our way over to the mess hall. We signed as usual but John 
would not come with us. He said he would rather go to Burger King over by the PX instead. In 
short, he missed the most spectacular meal I have ever seen in the military service. We had 
shrimp cocktail, lobster tails, crab 
legs, deep fried shrimp, several 
different kinds of potatoes and 
vegetables, and then there was corn 
on the cob, ham, chicken, prime rib, 
and the list goes on and on. I am not 
even going to tell you about the desert 
and salad bar. Herb gave us lessons 
on how to properly eat lobster, as he 
is from Maine and we paid close 
attention. I can hardly wait to go to 
his house for lobster when he gets 
home. I took some colored Easter 
eggs back to the ranch. I will just 
leave them on the table and they will 
disappear I am sure. All I can say is we can’t do both the Aleksandar Palace and the Bondsteel 
mess hall in the same day anymore! No one will ever believe we are suffering and starving here 
if we keep this up. The new Army lives better than we do that’s for sure! 





It was getting late and we decided to head for the ranch. It was about 8:30 PM when we arrived 
and were greeted by the landlord’s son, Genc, standing on the steps with his father. We unpacked 
and he helped us get all the stuff up the stairs. We invited him up and we started chatting about 
the barbecue grill and chairs. He is going to get it for us but having trouble finding the time. 
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We convey everything through his son because his father doesn’t understand English. We 
learned he wanted to go to the U.S. to school but had no papers to prove he graduated high 
school. The Serbs destroyed everything. He did have a Turkish passport. We asked him several 
questions along those lines to see if he qualified in general to go to school in the U.S. He was 
interested in business administration. He told us his father is an economist and his mother a 
biochemist but both are doing menial jobs right now. There is a 50% unemployment rate here. 
He then told us what happened to the house during the war and how they fled to his cousins in 
Turkey. His father had to borrow money from his cousin to restore the house after the war. The 
Serbs had stolen everything in the house as well as trashed it pretty good from what he said. The 
house is only 12 years old and was built by his father. He is obviously a very handy man and can 
fix almost anything as far as we could tell. His son doesn’t know how to do a lot of simple 
things. However, he is dedicated to helping his family. 


We could tell it bothered him to talk about the war so we changed the subject. Herb told him he 
could be a very wealthy business man if he were to open a Hard Rock Café in Pristina for the 
Internationals but it would have to be of American standards to be successful. We told him some 
possible ways to get the money to start such a venture and the kind of people he would need to 
make it be successful. He went on to tell us what Pristina was like before the war and we were 
kind of surprised. He said that the people didn’t drive on the sidewalks and obeyed the traffic 
signals and there was no burning trash in the streets and things were clean much like Skopje in 
Macedonia. Because the Serbians destroyed the homes of farmers in the villages they had no 
place to live and came to the city but could not survive here, as they had no skills other than 
farming. They had nothing to go back to and they don’t plant seed now. They have now become 
a crime problem. He refused to talk about the Mafia but did acknowledge their existence. Herb 
asked him how much he would have to kick back to the mob to stay in business. Herb told him 
we knew that all the restaurants in town were paying the mob to stay in business except one and 
that’s why all the Americans go there. He said he didn’t know. Well we concluded our 
conversation with telling him we would check with the American Embassy in Skopje on our next 
trip to find out what we could about going to the U.S. He would probably stand a good chance 
with the fact that he has a cousin in Texas who could sponsor him for a student visa and he had a 
Turkish passport. 


It was about 10:30 PM and we said good night. John had disappeared to his bedroom almost as 
soon as we arrived. We packed it in for the night! A very full day and a nice holiday despite the 
fact we are all thousands of miles from family and friends. I am sure each of us had our own 
private thoughts as to what the holiday was like at home. Andy is anxious to meet his wife in 
Vienna and go to Rome. 

Herb is pretty quiet but does talk about his dog and a girlfriend Lori back home in Maine once in 
a while. He is right out of Soldier of Fortune magazine. The Marine’s, Marine! If the balloon 
goes up here, this is the guy you want to share a foxhole with for sure. Then there is John, a 
widower who lives alone in Newport Beach, CA. and doesn’t seem to get much e-mail from any 
of his 7 kids. As for me, I was kind of hoping I would get a call from you but it didn’t come. 
Then I thought, “None of us were around the cell phone all day so it wouldn’t have mattered.” At 
least I got a few lines out on the Internet today. I am sure you will write or something. See you 
later alligator! Well, I told you I would see you later, it’s only 4 AM here! Just wanted to hear 
your voice, now I can go to sleep. This cell phone is worth every penny. Love, Jay 
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April 24, 2000 Easter Monday — Mid Term Success 
Hi Toots, 


Breakfast was very light this morning for obvious 
reasons. At breakfast, we commented on the fact that 
the electric was pretty consistent these days and 
attributed it to the decreased demands of winter. We 
noted that garbage burning was more prevalent now 
perhaps because of the warm weather and the people 
| were concerned about rats and disease. Not really 
sure but a good guess. John began to tell about his 
(== : \. adventure to the bakery and being stalked by a pack 
of dogs. Basically, he threw a few rocks and they disappeared. He commented on the markings 
of a big white dog that was the most troublesome but gave up the pursuit when threatened with a 
rock. We are pretty chatty at 6 AM. Herb and I were in the uniform of the day, “T-shirt and 
shorts” while Andy and John had to work this morning, as they were assigned new classes. The 
class size is almost 40 now and we work 6 days a week. They are anxious to get as many cops on 
the street as fast as possible. We dropped them off at the bus stop to get the 7:30 AM shuttle and 
Herb and I went to gas up the Pajaro. We then tried the car wash but they were closed. One of 
the major industries here is the car wash; they are on every corner and alleyway you pass. It was 
too early for them to start business and we speculated that they might be observing Easter 
Monday. We drove down to get Herb’s photos but the same story, closed until 8:30 AM. We 
were way ahead of the curve in getting things done. Pristina is not an early morning town. To kill 
time, we went to Edi’s and drank a liter of orange juice between us. Once 8:30 AM rolled around 
we were able to spring into action. We picked up the photos, got the Pajaro washed and went to 
KFOR on the hill. I had another package from you at the post office and based upon the 
postmark it only took 9 days, much to my surprise. I opened it right on the spot! Yahoo, my 
glasses, a card, an Easter basket and the certificate paper all intact! The box was never opened 
by customs. Herb said, “Where is the hollandaise sauce?” I explained I think it might be at 
headquarters sitting on the first floor. Well, it was almost time to get to work so we went back to 
the ranch and I changed clothes and we were off again this time to the school. Herb dropped me 
off and he went to pick up Greta, a Norwegian police officer that he had promised to take to 
Skopje. She was on holiday, as they say in Europe, and her plan was to continue on to Greece 
from there. I had some things to do before class started so I scanned Johns Illinois State Police 
shirt, which came out poorly. The lettering was not clear. Fabric like that is difficult. 
Next, I copied the Canadian Health Report for Herb and Andy. We then had our 12:30 PM 
briefing by Nigel on the grades etc. for each class. Nigel shows signs of burn out! Seven students 
failed the midterm. I asked Mike Smith for my class grades and took a quick look. Jim came 
over to see as well. The class did very well; no failures and the lowest grade was 88. All the 
others were in the 90’s and a few 100’s. I took the results with me and passed them out at the 
1:30 PM class on “Death Scene Procedures” They were all pleased with the grades. 
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I then gave out Hard Rock Café T-shirts to my two language assistants. They loved them! 
Finally, I gave out the photos of the group shot of the class and let them see the one large photo. 
They all wanted one so I told them it would cost 2 DM each or about a $1.00. “No problem”, 
they said. We finished up the class at 
3:30 PM. That means I have to order 32 
of them. 


I told “Spider” I would try to get him a T- 
shirt (large) with Spiderman on it and 
some comic books from Mikie. That 
made his day. Iam hoping Glen can 
make him something with Spiderman 
making a basketball shot or a rebound off 
the board. It would be the ultimate gift 
for him. Well, we finished up the death 
scene procedures with little problem by 
3:30 PM and turned the class loose for the day. 





I found a ride back to the ranch around 5 PM with Sandy, Andy, and Chris. Tim was driving but 
I don’t know his full name. All I can recall is that he is a border 
guard from Ireland and is soon to return home. He is a rather 
reserve and polite individual and a very cautious driver to boot. 
Our ride back was marked by very heavy pollution as we neared 
the power plant. It was a very sunny day but you would never 
know it. Sandy pointed out that she recalls times during the winter 
__ months where it was so bad that the language assistants would get 
out of the vehicle and walk in front acting as a guide because you 
couldn’t see very far ahead. This is pollution at its best! Tim 
dropped Andy and me pretty close to the ranch and we walked the 
rest of the way up the hill making a pit stop at the Internet Café to 
see if they were operational; no luck. 





While making the tuna salad for dinner I recalled the conversation in my mind that Andy had 
told me about UNCIVPOL having to investigate a homicide a day now. This put it on parallel 
with Philadelphia I thought to myself. We all had tuna on pita bread and crashed in the War 
Room. Herb came bounding in about 7 PM relating his tale of adventure on taking Greta, the 
Norwegian Police Officer, to Skopje. John had just gone to bed. I think you can almost set your 
watch by him. She wanted to find a way to get to Greece cheaply. At first Herb inquired at the 
front desk of the hotel and found a cab that would charge her $300 U.S. dollars to go. That was 
out! Then Herb took her to the Avon market next to Mc Donald’s and talked to the service girl 
we always use when shopping there because she speaks English. Herb said, like a flash she got 
on the phone and got her girlfriend that is an English-speaking travel agent and gave the phone to 
Herb. The best bet was a train that left at 4:30 AM for 30 DM ($15.00). It was the best deal in 
town. Herb passed on the news to the Norwegian Police Officer and she was delighted. Herb said 
the trip back across the border was really hell. He would never volunteer to do this again. 
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It was only 8 PM and we were all ready to hit the 
sack by now. We were still tired from our trip on 
Easter Sunday. We did indeed retire for the night, 
as the TV is nothing at all! I wish we had a newer 
TV so we could watch the videos that we have 
been taking all over the place. It is just too much 
trouble to program the damn thing each time you 
want to use it. Tomorrow I will videotape toilet 
training. Yes, toilet training! The Albanians and 
the Serbians do not know how to use a toilet. They 
are accustomed to a porcelain plate in the concrete 
floor with a hole in the center. They just squat over 
it and flush the gravity fed tank above to get rid of 
the waste. I have a picture of one. 


They wipe their butt with their fingers and then on 
the walls. In some cases, they rip off the toilet 
seats and stand on the rim and take a dump! It gets 
everywhere but in the bowl. Hygiene is not their 
strong point nor is manners. The school is 
spending over 7 million in refurbishing the place 
and they are destroying it faster than they can fix 
it. So consequently, toilet training! This is a major 
problem with over 700 recruits in the place. Iam . 
off tomorrow but I will go in just to videotape this class. I wouldn’t miss this for the world. See 
ya Toots! Love, Jay 





April 25, 2000 Tuesday — Can I Shoot Your Horse 
Good Morning Toots, 


Today is the WEFOR Coffee and Pastry Palace day 
at school. We loaded up as usual and made it in 
before the shuttle buses arrive. On the way Andy 
remarked, “You know we don’t have a photo of a 
one-man horse drawn plow in our collection.” No 
sooner had he said it than we passed one and Herb 
whipped the Pajaro around like a jackrabbit and went 
back. Andy was scrambling for his camera, “Damn, I 
don’t have a zoom like you guys!” I was struggling 
to pull my camera from my bag and the next thing I 
know Herb was driving in the field after the farmer. I 
thought I was in the Indy 500 bouncing all over the 
place. He screeched to a halt and Andy jumped out and shouted to the farmer, “Can I shoot your 
horse?” I said, "Oh shit, Andy don’t say that this guy might shoot us. Herb was laughing so hard 
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I thought he would split his gut. Herb said, “Jesus Christ Andy, that’s the only means of survival 
for this guy and you want to shoot it!” “Jay, get my camera too, I want a shot!” Andy was 
laughing so hard he couldn’t steady the camera and I think he took a shot of his boots. The 
farmer was startled by all the commotion and obviously didn’t understand a word of what we 
were saying, thank goodness for that! To make matters worse, we suddenly realized we might be 
parked in a minefield being off the hard-surface road. It was almost impossible to shoot pictures 
while laughing all the time. I think we are getting a little nuts being here. Herb backed out the 
same way we came in. I think John wet his pants. We made it to school without getting ourselves 
shot or blown up laughing all the rest of the way! All I could say was “Andy I can’t believe you 
said that!” We are off to a really good start this morning. We all pitched in to setup the 
WEEFOR Coffee and Pastry Palace before the shuttle bus arrived. I then went to drop off the 
disk to Steve Bennett that had the KPSS logo and then went to see Captain Tom Moselle, retired 
from LAPD, and gave him the parchment certificate paper for the graduates. The next stop; 
Glenn Sapp to drop off the border paper for the instructor development certificates. He said 
thanks and threw Roger Rabbit a highball. I then went to drop off the BLA’s so we could get 
paid by Friday this would insure Andy had plenty of money while on vacation. While I was there 
I asked the name of the woman in administration that forgave my blunder earlier. She wrote out 
her name, Nerimane Merovci Gerguri. She said, “Just call me Mary, it much easier.” We traded 
names and I left like a shot to man the WEEFOR Coffee & Pastry Palace. 


Before I knew it was 10:30 AM! I packed up the Coffee and Pastry Palace grabbed my videotape 
camera and went to the 3" floor in search of a toilet demonstration. 

This was an incredible class on hygiene performed by a female Brit, Donna Galway. It was both 
embarrassing and funny at the same time. 

I got some still shots along with the video. There were 5 classes going on at the same time just 
for this problem. No questions were asked upon completion of the lesson. I packed up my gear 
and looked for John as he had the keys to the vehicle. No John! I made a mistake in giving him 
the keys. I was not a happy camper. While waiting for the 
shuttle bus I met Eric Pinto, my class team leader. He was 
back from Paris and feeling good and looking very well 
rested from his vacation. He is an active member of the Blue 
Knight’s motorcycle club. I brought him up to speed on 
things and told him all was well with the class. He was more 
than satisfied and he presented me with a French lapel 
medallion from his unit as a gift. He also told me he had 
brought back the purse I asked for to give to my wife as a 
graduation present. He said it was from Louis Vuitton, a 
very exclusive and a well-known store in Paris. It was a 
black leather bag with a shoulder strap and had the name of 
the store embossed in the leather along with her initials in 
the handles as I had requested. I had to figure out the 
currency conversion from Franks to DM’s to U.S. dollars. 
Boy what a nightmare that was. We swapped addresses and 
e-mail all at the same time. I planned to meet with him for breakfast at Edi’s at 8 AM tomorrow 
and he would bring the purse. 
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I grabbed the shuttle bus and made it to headquarters and the very first thing I did was check the 
mail on the first floor. It was a fruitless trip. I got the feeling they never had any of my mail in 
the first place. The guy was pretty nice to me and offered to let me call long distance to Vienna 
to check on the mail. No luck. Well, Toots the best bet is to resend the stuff to the APO in Film 
City, Department of Justice. The boys are really counting on me making eggs benedict. I left 
kind of depressed and headed for Edi’s for lunch and met Beverly and Liz. Beverly Trumble is a 
homicide detective from Houston, Texas. She really is good too. Elizabeth Cohn was with her, a 
retired Sheriff from Colorado. We had a nice conversation and I told them about our adventure 
with the farmer this morning. Beverly said, “You guys are crazy!” In the spring is when the 
surrounding countries start pushing to get rid of refugees and start re-mining the road shoulders 
etc.” I said, “Yeah, we know it.” Well, I changed the topic to fundraising. She happened to 
mention that she was teaching the cook at Ballantine’s how to make Mexican food. I asked if she 
thought Ballantine’s would be interested in learning how to make French toast to sponsor a 
fundraiser by the WEEFOR. She said, yes and would be willing to participate in our venture. 
“When do you want to do this, she asked?” I said, “Probably on a Sunday with advanced sales.” 


I told her I would talk with the boys about it tonight and get back to her. We parted company 
after lunch and went our separate ways. I headed back to the ranch via the duty driver at 
headquarters and got the wash going again. It seems like all I do is wash around here while at the 
same time logging all these events on the laptop. 


It’s now 5:15 PM and no John or anyone else for that matter. The sky has turned gray and the 
temperature has dropped but I intend to keep the clothes out on the drying rack awhile longer. 
They are sitting outside my window on the balcony. I know they are not dry! Tomorrow I am off 
all day and I plan to really do nothing for once. However, I will meet with Eric for breakfast at 8 
am to pick up the purse and I will put in the negative for the enlargement of the class photo and 
that’s it. | owe Ernie an email and I should do that tonight or during the day tomorrow. 


Well Toots, I guess you’re going to have to go along with your graduation party like it or not as 
it is all paid for and you do not have to do any work at all. The caterers will do it all! So, act 
surprised and enjoy yourself you earned this! Let us all share in your success OK? Besides I AM 
VERY PROUD OF YOU! I don’t know how you found out but obviously someone has spilled 
the beans! 


A voice in the hall! Herb has brought over Bill Rowlinson to see the ranch. A Brit with real 
humor who we feel would fit in well. A long story short, he has accepted our offer to move in 
and needs to give 2 weeks’ notice to his roommates. This will give them time to get a 
replacement. The plan is coming together. 


I think he will work out fine, much better than Greg Varga, as he is to money conscious for this 
group. Another Dennis we don’t need. Well, that’s settled! We told Bill we would have to adopt 
him in order to be an official WEEFFOR American member. He laughed and said, “I would like 
that!” Herb drove Bill back to his place and all I get on the way out from Herb is, “what’s for 
dinner chef”? I wonder what happened to John. Andy should be crashing in the door about now. 
Well, as High Commissioner of Culinary Arts, I better quit and go work out something for 
dinner. See you later. 
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I made spaghetti in olive oil and garlic, and a seasoned tomatoes and onion salad in vinegar and 
olive oil. Andy and Herb just loved it. It was now after 7 PM, no John. It’s past his bedtime. I 
gave both Andy and Herb a computer lesson and it’s 
now 9:15 PM and no John. We surmised that he is 
teaching the computer class at the school tonight. He 
should be along around 10 PM. 


Well, I had to put my clothes on the heater tonight to 
finish the drying job. They will be stiff as boards by 
morning. 


I have visions of you burning my clothes in the 
street when I get home. I better put together a 
computer invoice for Andy tomorrow as he is buying 
my laptop and can write it off on his taxes, as I am 
getting very short! 

I can hear Herb down stairs saying to Andy, “Let’s 
launch one of those Nikkei Rockets on this place.” 
He refers to the needle nose mosques as Nikkei 
missiles. 


The plan for the French toast fundraiser will have to 
be after I leave and Andy returns from Rome. There SO 
isn’t enough time left to organize it before I leave. I 

sure as hell hope you can send the medical supplies before I leave. They are really needed here! 





I guess if you had to, you could send them to Andy at Film City and it would work out just as 
well. Time to quit! See ya Toots. Easter basket indeed! I will bring it home for a refill! 


Love, Jay 
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April 26, 2000 Wednesday — Mistaken Identity 
Hi Toots, 


Everyone went to work today except me! Yahoo! It’s a cool and overcast morning so no shorts 
today. It turns out that we had three vehicles today. John left very early to pick up some people 
to take to school. Andy left about 7:30 AM and did the same thing. I went with Herb so I could 
meet Eric Pinto for breakfast at 8 AM. Well, he never showed up? I did a bit of grocery shopping 
and put in the negatives to making copies for my class and some shots Herb wanted duplicated as 
well. I couldn’t get a duty driver to take me back up to the ranch so I did the Dragon steps 
routine. 


I finished the wash and made a couple of different salads for the troops. I stuffed tomatoes with a 
tuna salad and put in the refrigerator to chill. I then got on the computer and wrote up an invoice 
for the sale of the laptop and a letter to the director of the school, Steve Bennett, about our 
donations and activities of the WEEFOR. I even did a letter to Ernie. 


It’s now three PM and John just came in to tell me there are demonstrations all over town but 
doesn’t know what about. They are at least non-violent at present. That’s why I couldn’t get a 
duty driver to take me up the hill today. We need to find out what is going on before we go 
anywhere or do anything. This could be a dangerous situation for us. 


The sun is out but it is still cool. I wonder what happened to Eric this morning. John said he 
didn’t see him at school today. 


Well, I will quit for now and get some lunch. No wonder I am hungry, it’s after 3 PM. 


Well, I am back. Herb came in and told us the demonstrations 
were by the Albanians protesting for the release of Albanians in 
Serbian prisons. Herb said he had to take the long way back to the 
ranch and that was why he is so late. Finally, Andy showed up at 
6:30 PM with the same story. 


While at the kitchen table, I asked herb to recount the story he 
was told by one of his language assistants concerning the 
monuments we were photographing as I did not get a chance to 
write it down yesterday because I was too busy cooking. He 
complied! He said that Tibby, his language assistant, got the story 
from his 80 plus year old grandfather. We were right about the tall 
stone tower being a monument to a battle in 1389 between the 
Turks and the Serbians. The Serbians lost the battle and there 
remains some dispute over who actually won. It seems that the 
Turks, who actually outnumbered the Serbians substantially, just 
got plain tired of killing the Serbians and left the field. 
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He said the dome shaped building nearby that we visited with the two coffins contain the 
Turkish standard bearers not the Sultan and his son as we had thought. The Sultan is 
actually buried across the road on the other side in a similar building very close by. We missed 
that in our travels and need to return to get some 
photos. 


The story goes that the Sultan asked for two 
volunteers to carry the battle standards and the 
F444 





int 





aA i first one chosen was a strapping fellow of great 

i strength. The second volunteer to step forward 
was at first rejected as he was only 14 years old 
and told he was to small and not rugged enough to 
take the position. He also said his mustache had to be thick enough so that a comb could not pass 
through it. The Sultan tested the boy, and he became the second standard bearer who now lies in 
state in the dome monument that we had visited in error. This is a case of mistaken identity for 
sure! This means that our videotape is totally incorrect! However, we did rectify our mistake 
later. 


We also got information on the Albanian cemetery where we took pictures of two coffins 
covered with cloth inside a small building. The language assistant explained that they, meaning 
Muslims, do not bury their dead in coffins. What bas 
we saw was reusable caskets in which the bodies 
are placed, washed, covered in white linen, and 
then buried. 

They believe because you come into the world 
clean you should also leave clean. He said the 
coffins were probably empty. 






| 


The boys enjoyed dinner and John made a quick v _ 

exit to go teach computers out at the school 

tonight. He really likes it. Andy and I wanted some ice cream for desert but couldn’t get Herb to 
come along. As it turned out the demonstrations were still going on at 8 PM and we couldn’t get 
near the city by car. We gave up the idea and headed back to a little market just down the block 
from the ranch and bought ice cream cones. I told Andy we should tell Herb we went to 
Bondsteel to get this and he should be very grateful for our efforts to get it back before it melted. 
As we approached the ranch we waved to Herb and saw the cones and smiled. He wasn’t buying 
the Bondsteel story. But we tried to sell it anyway. John was back and we asked what happened. 
He said the LA out at the school couldn’t find him and started the class on the second floor 
without him. 
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He ran into Tony Madden and Tony explained to him that he thought he wasn’t coming. John 
was obviously miffed and returned to the ranch. He was off to bed and we were soon to follow 
after finishing our ice cream. It will be Andy and me tomorrow. We go in at noon so we have the 
morning off. As you can see once we pass the midterms the schedule shifts to the firearms and 
operations people and we get more time off. Rumor has it that the heavy hitters from the UN will 
be visiting the school on Thursday and Friday. Andy is set to leave Friday morning and Herb 
offered to be luggage bearer for the trip. No luck on that idea. I best call it quits and get to bed 
myself. When Andy returns from Italy, I will be really a short timer! 


See you in the morning Toots. Love, Jay 
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Film City, Department of Justice 
Camp Bondsteel 
APO AE 09340 





April 26, 2000 


William Bennett, Director 
OSCE 

Police Service School 
Vushtri, Kosovo 


Dear Mr. Bennett: 


In an effort to make a positive contribution to the KPSS mission, the WEEFOR have taken up 
the challenge to provide more than just our teaching talents in preparing the next generation of 
police officers in Kosovo. We have provided Captain Tom Moselle, of Student Affairs, with 
parchment certificate paper for use by the next graduating class, and Glen Sapp, with border 
certificates for completion of the instructor development course. Additionally, there are some 
medical supplies enroot from the Albert Einstein Medical Center in Philadelphia, for distribution 
to Dr. Fern, and Dr. Enk, upon arrival. We also operate a coffee and pastry hour twice a week, 
with the proceeds allocated for the purchase of instructor supplies. With more recruits, the 
greater the demand and, we thought this would ease the pressure until the system can catch up 
with the needs. In the planning stages is a fundraiser, that will be a French toast breakfast, also 
dedicated to the purchase of instructor supplies. 


The International Police Association (IPA) president, for Region 13, has also been contacted by e 
mail, in an attempt to secure some of the physical training aids for instructors, to include used 
equipment, if we can get it. 


This is indeed an indelible experience for all of us, and we are proud to be a part of history in the 
making. We feel compelled to make our small contribution toward making this mission 
successful. 


Sincerely, 


WEEFOR 
Jay Julian, Nassau County Police Dept. £.I. N.Y. General Policing 
Cady Revering, Anoka Police Dept. MN, General Policing 

Kerk Cuam, Maine State Police, Fiveowuns 

John Coyne, WUlineis State Police, Generol Policing 
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April 27, 2000 Thursday — The Protestors 
Hi Toots, 


I am back, and up at 5 AM 
this morning. Not sure why 
but I did get to make coffee 
before John did his panther 
piss. I did the French toast 
routine and everyone was 
happy. Since Andy and I did 
not have to be at school until 
1PM we took our time getting 
in motion. John was gone like 
shot to pick up colleagues and 
Herb was off to the range. 
Andy decided we better try to 
pick up the basic living allowance (BLA) then check on the shuttle flight to Vienna before we 
did anything else this morning. He will be meeting his wife Tiffany there, then on to Rome. It 
suddenly dawned on us that nothing happens before 9 AM so we decided to do the Internet at 
Headquarters first to kill time, as it was only 8 AM when we arrived in Pristina. I sent you my 
log, and Jessie her corrected position paper she claims she never got and answered a few 
incoming e-mails. I then taught Andy how to attach a file and send it using Hotmail. Andy then 
went to the travel bureau and was told he had to call back at 3 PM to insure he was on the free 
shuttle to Vienna. So, he took their telephone number and we went to pick up our photos next 
store. The enlargements came out fine! The class will be pleased. Next stop, BLA on the third 
floor. There was a long line so we jumped in on the end and waited and chatted. We soon 
discovered that there were people getting ahead of us by just walking up to talk to their friends 
and that’s where they stayed! Finally, I politely told the two-line jumpers where the end of the 
line was, at the end of the hall, and they should wait their turn. They moved to the end of the 
line. A lot of people were glad to see someone say something. It wasn’t 20 minutes later two 
teenage girls tried the same thing. Andy was fuming. This time in a nice loud voice I asked them 
if they were on line and if so to get at the end and show respect for others. Their response, “I am 
only talking to my friend” “Good, do it at the end of the line” I said. They moved on to the end 
of the line. They have no manners here at all. We finally reached the window and the woman 
says internationals are not to be paid on the 27" and 28" as it is set-aside for the locals. However, 
she said she would pay us. She went looking through the files and found no supporting 
documentation. I told her we can wait until Monday, not a problem. We wanted to know why 
this information was not distributed to us. She said, “We sent e-mail and it’s in everyone’s box.” 
I replied, “We have no access to e-mail at the police school nor do we have individual boxes to 
receive mail.” I asked, “Why don’t you give us a copy of the memo and we will get the word out 
for you?” It turns out it is never the same day each month. 
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The solution to the problem; stay away at the end of the month. We left in disgust. Next stop 
was the café that got a grenade thrown in the 
window. 

I wanted a photo for my collection. We also shot 
the spot where the shooting took place of the TMK 
soldiers. Well, we tried to park on the sidewalk but 
the police moved us down to the end of the block 
because of a demonstration-taking place. We 
walked to where we wanted to go and got the 





pictures. On the return trip the rally was in full 
swing. Andy and I quickened the pace to get out 
in front of the mob. I turned and shot a couple of 
quick photos and we got out of there as quickly 
as possible. I had visions of us being on CNN; 
“Two American’s join the Albanians in a protest 
march to free Albanians in Serbian jail cells.” All 
, the time I kept hearing Herbs voice in my head 
er eon . saying, “Pictures Andy, pictures.” We drove to 

ee as. cs i KFOR and hit the PX once more for T-shirts and 
some underwear. We had lunch and met the same Sergeant from the Post Office last week that 
provided some more valuable information. He said between 11 AM and 2 PM Wednesday and 
Saturday we could come up to exchange large amounts money, DM’s to U.S. dollars or the 
reverse at the recreation tent. I wrote that down on a cardboard box that contained my underwear. 
Glossy boxes are not good writing surfaces but it made enough of an impression so I can read it 
later. I told him that’s information we could have used two months ago. I recalled the nightmare 
in trying to convert DM’s to US dollars to send a money order home. I never did accomplish that 
feat. We thanked him and pushed on for the school. Andy said he was finished at 4:30 PM so I 
said I would meet him out front when he got done. 





Eric and I met on the stairway as I headed for the classroom and he explained that he could not 
find Edi’s yesterday. After he described in detail where he was it became apparent that he was on 
the wrong side of the OSCE building. We laughed about it and got down to business as to what 
was to be taught and when. The International Red Cross was really giving us a problem. They 
were scheduled but never showed up, so it threw everything out of sequence; now we are not 
sure when they are coming. We were ahead on some topic areas yet could not switch what was 
scheduled for Saturday to Friday. Nigel told us to just go and do what we felt was best and the 
hell with the Red Cross. We were delighted! We did the interview of a complainant and witness 
as well as a suspect. Then on the break we got a revised schedule for Friday morning. We are 
having visiting dignitaries from the UN and other foreign countries as well to review what’s 
going on in the school. It’s a parade at 8:30 AM in the morning an again at 11:30 AM so classes 
are again out of whack! We will not get in much teaching until the afternoon. Eric said don’t 
bother coming in until noon it’s not worth it. I said that works out good for me as Andy is 
leaving for Vienna and it gave us an opportunity to go with him for a sendoff. 
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We finished on schedule for the day and I gave out all the enlarged photos to the troops and they 
were all pleased. 

Eric and I went to get a drink of some juice, as we were horse from talking so much in class. 
Nigel joined us and I asked him to confirm a rumor about him leaving. He said he would be back 
on August 16" but wanted to negotiate a better deal with Bennett. In fact, he was thinking about 
resigning his UK police commission to join SAIC. I asked him whom he was working with on 
that. He said no one yet but it would probably have to be Gary. I said I would give him a better 
contact that could help. He was pleased with that idea as he had little respect for Gary and really 
didn’t want to deal with him. We all parted and I met Andy in front of the school along with 
Chris. Andy had the big van and offered to take riders. Needless to say, the van filled up quickly. 
Traffic was a mess as the demonstrations were still going on. We dropped all of them off in the 
middle of the street in Pristina except for Chris. Then the arduous task of getting up to Dragadon! 
The van had bald tires and was not equipped for running up and down steep hills. It lacked four- 
wheel drive and a decent transmission. Once we made the turn onto Feroda one has to grease the 
van to make it up the street. Sometimes the distance between cars is no wider than a razor blade. 
There was a parade of vehicles coming down the hill and no place to go. The van was already 
half on the sidewalk so we backed down to a wider spot and stopped. We couldn’t go up, as there 
was no traction for the van. A car coming in the opposite direction decided he was going to slip 
through anyway. He drove off the shoulder and fell in a ditch. The driver was mad and came 
over to us complaining it was our fault and we wrecked his car. Chris opened the door and told 
him to get the hell out here and he did. Finally, the parade of cars cleared and we tried again to 
get up the street. 


The road was wet enough from the light rain to keep us from getting enough traction to climb the 
hill. We put one tire on the dirt shoulder and floored it in first gear. It worked! We dropped 
Chris at the top of the Dragadon steps so he could walk down to his apartment. 


Herb arrived and we decided to go out to eat. This time we took the Pajaro. We wanted to check 
out Ballantine’s to see if it was a nice place for our planned French toast breakfast. On the way 
we saw Chris walking along the road and picked him up and asked if he wanted to join us and he 
did. On our decent of the Dragon steps, Andy related his nightmare with the travel office to us. 
Andy called back at 3 PM as instructed and was told he was not on the list. He asked if Andy 
could call back, he said, “No I am in the middle of teaching a class and I am on a break.” He was 
really angry and wanted to speak to a supervisor. The supervisor told Andy that he was a no 
show on the 18" according to their records. Andy very sternly told him that he better be 
scheduled on that shuttle or he would be down and choke someone. Andy said the phone went 
dead silent for about a minute and then the supervisor said, ““We put you on the flight. You need 
to write clearly on your form.” Andy advised him that there was nothing wrong with his 
handwriting and he would be at the bus stop tomorrow early to insure he was on the plane. It was 
obvious to us that someone had changed the date on the form. We all agreed from that point on 
to submit nothing without making a copy. Andy vowed he was going to make a personal visit to 
the head of transportation on the matter when he returned. He said he would never use the free 
shuttle again. Another example of bureaucracy at its best! 
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Ballantine’s was closed, so it was off to ERA. We were told it was reserved. Now we knew there 
was something strange going on. We passed Edi’s and it was closed too. We went to a British 
place that Chris recommended across from the UN. It was packed with Internationals. 


We realized this was the place that had posted a flyer on the window stating it did not pay 
protection money to the Mafia. It was called the Kukri, which is a Gurkha knife. He had a few 
mishaps and attempts to destroy his business by the Mafia but was fully supported by the 
Internationals that packed the place nightly to insure he would stay in business. The owner was a 
pretty gutsy Brit if you ask me. We were told that the mob put out the word to keep 
Internationals out of local restaurants today during this protest to free Albanians in Serbian jails. 
They want to attract media attention and are not getting any so this was a new twist to get it. I 
guess they figured we would protest this move and get media attention. It’s not working. No one 
cares in the International group. We ordered this super hamburger that no one could finish and 
had a few bears. It had everything you could think of on it including a fried egg. It stood at least 
6 inches high! We had to ask for a fork and knife to eat it. The music was so loud we had to 
shout to talk to each other. We were glad to get out of there. 


We left, dropped Chris off, and made it to the ranch where we ran into the landlord’s son, Genc. 
Anyway, I told him we needed to talk to his father about the rent and my leaving. 

We settled in at the kitchen table and explained through his son what we were doing and why. 
He wasn’t happy with having to wait for his money and being shorted. The group that preceded 
us had burned him before with promises. So finally, Herb said he would pay the difference and 
get the rent from Bill when he returned from Holiday in the UK. We were all very disappointed 
in the landlord but he has a point. He made us feel like we were not to be trusted. There was talk 
of moving after Bill returned from vacation. Well, I think hurt feelings were in play and this was 
reactionary. It was an insult to men of such high caliber and in such a profession. We let it go 
and went to bed. 


April 28, 2000 Friday — The Macarena Plan 


We were up early and ready to go, as this was Andy’s departure day for Vienna. Breakfast was 
light, toast and coffee. It was kind of interesting; we had three vehicles this morning. We needed 
to get rid of at least two of them. Then there are other times we have none at all. John had his 
own agenda and we really didn’t care what it was. Something about meeting John Mc Knight at 
headquarters. We told him to take Andy with him and we would walk down the Dragadon steps 
and meet him, as we were not ready yet. 

Before leaving, Andy gave me a prayer card from Medugorje. “Where did you get this?” I 
asked. He said he got it in a religious store back home and thought I might like it. I was really 
surprised and thanked him for being such a good friend. I went to put it away and I thought to 
myself, “I wonder if he would mind if I gave this to my wife. It would be something special for 
her graduation.” I went back and asked Andy if it was OK and he said sure. I thanked him again. 
That was a unique gift! 


Herb and I cleaned up the kitchen and walked down the Dragadon steps to headquarters. I 
dropped in another role of film and requested 3 enlargements for the officers of my class. 
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We met Bill and Andy and made sure he was on the manifest. I gave Andy the telephone number 
of the cell phone and told him we would leave it on during the day of his return so if he got stuck 
in Vienna he could call for help. The WEEFOR would come and get him if need be. I asked Bill 
to bring me two polo shirts from his Department. “No problem” he replied. I said, “Welcome to 
the WEEFOR.” They boarded the bus and we waited until the bus rolled out. John had other 
more important things to worry about like running to the basement to get markers and bottled 
water, etc. This was not an important event for him and that was obvious. Finally, he ran out of 
things to do and found himself standing there waiting for the bus to pull out along with us. As 
usual, the cat on the hot tin roof said, “This pollution is killing me; I will go sit in the car with the 
air on.” “Fine John,” Herb remarked. I think Herb’s body language sent a message to John. The 
bus left a bit late, typical European style, and we told John to take us back to the ranch. He 
dropped us off and he went on to the school. Herb and I planned out the rest of the morning. We 
went to KFOR on the hill and checked the post office for mail and then Herb tried to return some 
pants that didn’t fit at the British PX, however, they were closed. Then we did another trip to the 
Norwegian PX. The manager told us the winter stuff is on sale at 50% off. Well, this was too 
good to let it pass us by so Herb and I did it again and bought the place out. Herb, “We can’t 
come here anymore, we will go broke in no time!” Finally, we left and took our bootie back to 
the ranch. I had a quick sandwich of ham spread and a soda. Herb said he wanted to work on his 
album and to take the van, as it had to be returned so Commander Bob could use it for the 
weekend. I got to the school about 
noon and the place was so clean I 
z= couldn’t believe it. They even 
hosed down the front of the school 
entrance. Everyone was in their 
dress uniforms and military police 
were everywhere. All the heavy 
hitters from the UN were on the 
way for a tour of the school. This 
was the crown jewel of all their 
efforts in Kosovo. I could hear 
Commander Bob’s radio on his 
_ belt. It was filled with chatter about 
the dignitaries every move. I gave 
_ Bob the keys to the van and told 
him where it was before I moved on 
to a better location. I got out my 
camera and waited like everyone else and noted my class looking on from the classroom 
windows above. I waved and they waived back and gave them the Roger Rabbit sign and they 
laughed. 





I decided that I would go talk with them as soon as I got done chatting with Eric. We had no 
language assistants today and had no idea what we were going to do. Morning classes were 
canceled to accommodate the morning formation to impress the UN diplomats. Eric and I agreed 
we would cut them loose but tell them to stay out of sight. The UN dignitaries finally arrived in a 
large bus preceded by the press. They all piled out and started shaking hands with all the top 
dogs as they entered the school. I realized none of them spoke English. 
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I managed to shake hands with one of the commissioners and get in a few photos. I smiled and 
said, “Welcome, did you brush today?” He said. “Thank you.” and shook my hand and moved on 
down the line. Martha’s mouth 

dropped to the floor with that 

comment and then started laughing. I eee [try ea) 
laughed with her. She said, “This Ee = 

whole thing is a shame, isn’t it!” = 
“You got it!” I said. 





By the time the formalities were over 
it was already 2 PM. I went to the 
classroom to tell the students the good 
news when in came a language 
assistant in a panic saying this class is 
supposed to be in the FAT’s room for 
firearms training. OK, I said but let 
me talk with them first. Can you speak Albanian I asked?” He sad “Yes of course.” Tell them 
that Beverly is going to teach them the Macarena as part of the traffic training class tomorrow. 
He laughed but told them. It got no response at all. I then had him ask how many knew what the 
Macarena was. None! 


Then I demonstrated, and one or two began to understand what was going on and their smiles 
broke into laughter. “OK, go to Firearms training now!” I said. They left in a good mood for 
sure. 


I made a deal with Beverly. She said she would teach the class the Macarena if I could get the 
music either on CD or tape. Well, this was a job for “Spider” my disk jockey and language 
assistant. Yes, I will videotape this event! This should be fun. I better get on it as I am getting to 
be very short! The other half of the deal was to provide her an opportunity to try out the FAT’s 
system. Herb would take care of that for me, as he is a firearms instructor. The plan is coming 
together. 


Well, it was 2:30 PM and I had no ride back to the ranch so I decided to take the shuttle bus at 3 
PM. The problem was I had all the coffee pots, cake keeper, thermos, etc. John was still teaching 
until 4:30 PM. I was stuck with getting back to the ranch on my own. I had gone to the general 
policing room in the basement and checked the locker where we keep all the goodies and low 
and behold things were missing that were clearly marked WEEFOR. I made the decision to end 
the Coffee and Pastry Palace right then and there! I posted a flyer in the locker that read, “Cops 
don’t steal form cops. If you bite the hand that feeds you, you will get nothing!” and signed it the 
WEFOR. 


I lugged all the coffee paraphernalia up to the ranch and washed everything. Herb wanted me to 
look at his photo album. It was put together in chronological order and had side notes next to 
each picture. He had some doubles and wanted to know if I wanted any. I said yes and picked out 
a bunch. Then it was time to start packing all this stuff in boxes that I had bought at the PX. We 
finished around 5:30 PM and John came in from school huffing and puffing. 
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“The Internet café across the street will be open tomorrow.” He said. He got a ride back from 
someone at school. We asked John if he wanted to join us. Our plan was to walk down to 
headquarters and check our e-mail and grab a bite to eat. 

He said no he had all the pollution he could stand for one day. Walking is something John can’t 
do. 


I had a pile of e-mails to answer. Angela wanted to know if I would like to attend a luncheon for 
Judy Gay, she had accepted a new position as Vice President of Academic Affairs at 
Philadelphia Community College and would be leaving shortly. I need you to deliver $25 as soon 
as possible because it is set for May 11" at the Pine Crest Country Club; the day after I get 
home, that’s cutting it close. The next e-mail was Angela again; she needed the grades for my 
class by the 10" of May. I still did not have the last paper from Jessie Nation. I need to get that 
ASAP. Help, TJ call her for me and get that moving. 


Angela wanted to know if I ever heard from Oscar Vance. No, and disappointed too! The 
pressure is really on to get grades done! I can send her two of the three now. Think I will do that 
in the morning. However, there is one error, its Josh Mallery not Paul Smith as a remaining 
student. I better e-mail her tomorrow. Hope the café across the street is up and running as John 
had stated. 


Herb and I went to Ballantine’s for a bite to eat. It was open today. I was disappointed we had no 
language assistants I wanted to find out why they were closed in the first place. 

We had guessed that all the restaurants were participating with the demonstrators in getting there 
message out trying to get media attention for their cause to release Albanians being held in 
Serbian jails. We just wanted confirmation of this conclusion. 


We had a good pizza by Kosovo standards, and beer then joined Brad Smith and his group. We 
were razzed about being in shorts but knew they would be wearing them soon as well. We ate 
outside at a small table and had a few laughs with them. Herb and Brad were on the Maine State 
Police together and they talked about old times, etc. After a long while I gave Herb the hint we 
needed to go pick up photos before the store closed. 


Herb liked my photos so much he ordered a second set. We treated ourselves to a taxi, a 
Mercedes of course, and headed for the ranch. The driver spoke little English but I managed to 
figure out he was an “Advocate”, meaning an attorney. There is no work here so he drives a cab. 
He said the police school is too short. We agreed with him. He had no papers to get out of the 
country; the Serbians destroyed them. He has three children and is trying to find a way out of the 
country so he can make a living as an attorney somewhere else. At last, someone who gets it! He 
knew that the Americans would leave one day and this place would revert back to the killing as 
before. He has that right! We wished him luck and paid him and exited the cab. 


The house was still, John was tucked in for the night and we followed suit! Herb says, “What do 
you think Andy is doing now?” “Just go to bed you dirty old man!” He went off muttering, 
“Pictures Andy pictures!” He is too funny! We decided to sleep in a bit on Saturday and wait for 
John to catch the 7:30 AM bus so we wouldn’t have to deal with him at breakfast. 
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If John knew we had a vehicle in the garage he would have wanted to take it. We had other plans 
with the Saturday off. We were kind of selfish I guess. 


It’s kind of an interesting paradox. We spend hours trying to figure out ways to get on to the 
military bases and the military spend their time trying to figure out how to get off the base for 
liberty. They do get periodic 3-day leaves to go to Skopje. That’s life! 


Before I go to bed I have to ask, what in the world are you doing at work that your there so late 
all week long? You never say much in your e-mails. Have you become an indentured servant to 
the hospital? How much vacation time do you have left? Is there any time for us? 


Will you be able to pick me up at the Philadelphia airport when I arrive or is someone else doing 
it? I am getting to feel like I am an orphan. 


A very busy day! Well, Toots another day closer! See you soon. 


Love, Jay 
April 29, 2000 Saturday — Major Roger Rabbits’ Fan Dance 


I was up at 5 am and started to edit the previous days file as it had a lot of errors in it. I heard 
John in the shower already. He was gone by 6:30 AM. He walked to headquarters to get the 
shuttle bus and didn’t make the coffee. I was glad since John’s is pretty weak. I kept updating my 
file from yesterday until around 7:30 AM. I went down stairs and Herb was getting his act 
together so I made the coffee, eggs and bacon. We were in the uniform of the day, shorts and T- 
shirt. We had a nice leisurely breakfast and planned our day at the kitchen table. We thought it 
best to go to Camp Bondsteel and mail our packages from there as they have a scale and it would 
save a day in transit from Film City. Just as we moved all the packages to the down stairs landing 
the bell rang. It was Doug Roth. He wanted to know if he could use the Pajaro to take his team to 
the PX after lunch today. I got Herb and we tried to work out a plan that would work for all of 
us. The bottom-line was we would go to Bondsteel and take care of business and be back by 1 
PM and Doug would pick up the vehicle at the ranch. We told Doug to let his ride go we would 
take him back to his apartment. We loaded up the Pajaro and wound our way through town. 
Doug pointed out the oldest Mosque in Pristina as we headed toward his place. It looked pretty 
beat up and not exactly what you would call any engineering marvel. His street was blocked off 
with cars as it was under construction. He got out and walked the rest of the way. 


On the way out of town we stopped at the British PX to see if they had the specific light bulb I 
was looking for to replace the one that burned out in my night-light. I was also looking for 
external speakers for Andy’s CD-ROM player. No luck! Next stop the Supreme PX, no luck 
their either but they did have the Heinz beans we were looking for. 


Finally, we were on the road to Bondsteel. It was under repair making travel slow in some areas 
but we made it through with little difficulty. The work crews use very primitive tools and have 
no organization to what they do. They have 10 —12 men using shovels to dig out the old 
blacktop, one with a broom to sweep the hole clean and one man using a pickaxe to break up the 
road. There is no hydraulic anything. It is all manual labor. 





WEEFOR Page 207 


They work so slow you wonder how they accomplish anything at all. There is a lot of standing 
around while one or two do the work. I assume they are just pacing themselves. 

Then they leave all the holes in the road and come a few days later to fill them using shovels of 
blacktop and tamp it down by hand with a square metal plate attached to a handle. There was 
also an auto accident and a driver being cared for by a military medic as we drove by which 
added to the delay. 


Despite the delay we made good time and decided to use the back gate this time. It was definitely 
much easier to get in. We went straight to the post office and shipped and insured it all! You 
should have it all in 8 or 9 days. It is a Compaq computer box, same as before with an inventory 
inside and a business card stapled to it. | have the master copy. This is the last box being 
shipped! What is left will fit nicely into my travel bag! I won’t have to kill myself lugging all 
this stuff around. 


We went to the PX and tried to get in once again and we were told no, you need a KFOR ID 
card. I walked over to an American corporal and introduced myself as Major Roger Rabbit and 
told him I had a mission for him, he laughed and I explained who we were and what we were 
doing in Kosovo. He immediately realized that American police are getting screwed and the 
sooner we put cops on the street the sooner they get to go home. With that, he immediately took 
my money and bought Herb the fan he needed to survive this summer in Kosovo. We thanked 
him and provided some carrying charges for his efforts. Herb looked at me and said, “Major 
Roger Rabbit does it again!” We laughed and left for a quick visit of Andy’s reserve unit to see 
how things were progressing. All was well and we had a few laughs over who was shorter when 
it came time to go home. I won! They said our photograph with the general appeared in the local 
paper. I made a note of that, as | am sure Andy would want to get a copy. I asked if his wife 
could scan the paper and send me an e-mail of the paper. He said sure, so I gave him my business 
card with my AOL address on it and told him to have it sent there. “No problem” he replied. 
“Thank you”, I said as we left. 


Next stop, the mess hall. It was hot wings, fries, salad and ice cream for me. I learned to control 
myself! It is too easy to put everything on your plate. This time I held back and took what I 
really wanted and didn’t overdo it. We were watching the clock now and decided it was time to 
hit the road. We made it back by 1:30 PM but no sign of Doug? We went upstairs and found 
signs that John was back and napping. I told Herb I wanted to throw a shaving can into his room 
and pop the top of and yell, “grenade” and see what would happen. Herb wouldn’t give me his 
shaving cream can. “He is liable to jump out the damn window and really hurt himself, don’t do 
it!” said Herb. “OK, I will behave!” I said. The pop of the lid coming off the can sounds like the 
spoon popping on a hand grenade but then I realized that John was never in the military and 
probably would not recognize the sound. Oh well, no fun today! 


We wrote a note telling John we were going to walk over to KFOR and if Doug came give him 
the key for the Pajaro on the stove. Herb decided along the way that we should try to talk to 
some American Officials on the compound. We strolled through the gate and asked security 
where we could get in touch with someone from the American Embassy. It took a while to find 
the right place, now it was a matter of finding the right person. 
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We wanted to find out how to get KFOR ID cards for American police instructors. We finally 
got access to a small room where I was put on the phone with a secretary who said she might be 
able to help us. I explained our problem and how embarrassing it was for us to see the Brits with 
KFOR ID cards using the American PX at Bondsteel and we were being denied access. Hold on; 
let me get the head of security. He began to tell her we had to go through a military liaison 
officer etc. What he didn’t know was we were listening to everything he said on the Motorola 
radio that had an open channel right next to me. However, he couldn’t hear us. 


She came back on the phone and repeated his conversation. We explained we had already done 
all of that and were denied. She went back to him a second time. 


This time he offered a new name to contact, Henry Wilkins, the American Police Liaison and a 
telephone number to call (389-7023 1-077). He apparently is assigned out of the U.S. Embassy in 
Skopje and works here. She said to call him on Tuesday since Monday was a bank holiday. The 
best part is there is no bank here! But we will celebrate anyway. I thanked her for her help and 
we continued our journey to the PX on foot. I told Herb just return the pants and not to buy 
anything! We are done buying! “OK, OK!” he said. We went off to the Brit PX where Herb 
exchanged the pants. I said, “I need two T-shirts because I mailed mine home by accident 
today.” It was back to the Norwegian PX one more time. He got nothing because they didn’t 
have what he wanted. He wanted a shirt like mine, black with the KFOR flags on it. We called it 
quits and now decided to check at the post office to see if there was mail. It was gone! The entire 
Post Office container was gone and all that was left was the flagpole! We went to the recreation 
tent and the Sergeant told us where it had been moved. They were building a concrete pad for the 
new permanent one just in front of where they were located and it was in the way so they moved 
it. We stayed awhile and watched TV and had an orange soda. I began to catch myself falling 
asleep! Herb said we better get going before both of us go out! In our discussion with the 
Specialist 7, we learned that if you spend just one day in Kosovo you would be tax exempt for 
that month. He also told us that because there is a shortage in the Army they implemented a 
policy that automatically extended you for two years if you get a promotion during that period. 
They automatically deny you a request for discharge when your enlistment is up. Raises are 
across the board for all pay grades by a percentage depending on what the government is willing 
to pay. He said he had 14 years in the Army and grossed about 3,000 a month with all the fringe 
dollars like combat pay etc. Herb and I decided we would not like to be in the service under the 
new rules. 


We made it back through the American compound (Banana Base) once more. This time Herb 
chatted with one of the security guards and they got into a discussion on the K-24 baton. Herb 
started instructing him on its use, as the lad was not up to speed on it. It was a ploy to make 
friends so we would have an easier time getting through the compound in the future. The security 
guards are locals who can speak some English and that’s about all. They have no weapons other 
than the baton and we easily manipulated them without their even realizing it. 


We arrived at the ranch, the Pajaro was still there and John came down shortly after we settled in 
the War Room. He said Doug never showed up. 
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He wanted to use the Pajaro for an hour to take care of some personal running around. I told him 
to take it and not to worry about it. If Doug showed up we would hang on to him until you came 
back. 


I started some wash again, added some of Herb’s things and came up to tap on my laptop. Before 
I knew it, John was back with photos and gave me a few he took yesterday while at the school 
when the UN was doing their thing. I guess I will quit for now and see what is going on down 
stairs, as it is too quiet. Perhaps the wash is done and I can hang it out to dry. 


I still need to send out the grades that I have with the exception of Jessie Nation. Please call her 
and ask her to push out her paper as time is running out. Grades have to be in by May 10". 


See you later Toots 


It was almost 7 PM when John announced he was going to bed. He never mentioned what was 
for dinner so he must have eaten while he was downtown. Herb and I decided to have a pass at 
the Internet at headquarters. We weren’t hungry as the food at Bondsteel was still with us! We 
started to walk to the Dragadon steps and stopped to admire a stonemason’s work on the next 
street. We had been watching him cut stone by hand over the past two weeks and he was now in 
the early assembly stages. He was very friendly and we asked lots of questions. It was the first 
time I had ever seen anyone use an old fashion water level. It was a clear plastic tube filed with 
water. The length was about 20 feet long to get greater distances between each end when 
measuring. It takes a person on either 
end of the hose to hold it and adjust 
the water level to the correct height 
and then mark the batter boards with 
a pencil. I knew immediately what he 
was doing but Herb looked puzzled. I 
explained the process and he picked 
up on it. It’s crude but it works. I had 
read about this technique a very long 
ae be ES time ago in a Navy Seabee manual on 
So construction engineering. It just 
Sar, xs popped in my head when I saw it. 
aaa The next thing I knew the mason was 
telling us he wanted to rent out the 
rest of the three-story house but it 
was not finished yet. We asked to see the inside. He was thrilled to show us. He told us he was 
from Switzerland and learned his craft from his father. His father died two years ago of cancer 
and his mother and brother were still in Switzerland. 
He had only returned to Pristina 2 years ago and built this house from the ground up himself. He 
had two floors rented already but wants to rent the entire house to an organization not 
individuals. We went on tour and were astonished at the S shaped marble bar in the center of the 
living room. There were tile floors and it went on and on. He took us room by room and we 
asked how much he was getting for rent on each floor. He said 1500 DM. We tried not to let our 
emotions show at this point. It was half of what we were paying! 
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The place was a palace! His wife offered us some Bally’s Irish cream and I took some but Herb 
had a soft drink instead. He showed us his portfolio of photographs and told us about some of the 
famous people that he and his father had built kitchens and bathrooms for in Switzerland. 

I am not quite sure about one of them that he tried to explain to us as his English was not the best 
but it appeared to be the owner of some famous equestrian horseshow that owned jumpers. His 
colored photos were impressive. He told us his brother was skilled in using a computer to 
program stone cutting. He said stone work was in his heart and boy did it show. Then we went to 
the basement where he showed us a modern central heating plant complete with expansion tanks. 
He had hot water radiators in every room. This was a class act. Finally, we went out through the 
garage back to the front of the house. We thanked him for the tour and we looked at each other 
and told him not to rent the rest of the house without talking to Herb first. He agreed. This place 
was half the price and far better than anything we have ever seen anywhere in Kosovo. We were 
talking about the possibilities as we stared down the Dragadon steps when we met two other 
female instructors on the way up. I can’t recall their names but I did remember the Brit, Donna 
Galway, as she was the one who rewrote the chapter on toilet training for Doctor Spock in her 
classroom this week. They were on a casual stroll for the evening. It was dark now. We told 
them about the wall being built on the next level, which they also had been watching in the 
stages of construction. However, they did not see the latest events on wall yet so they continued 
onto see for themselves and we parted company going in opposite directions. 


Headquarters was quiet and both terminals were open on the first floor so we proceeded to do e- 
mails. It was nice not to have someone standing over you waiting to get on the terminal. We 
can’t wait until the café across the street is back in operation. The note on the door said Sunday. I 
guess John didn’t have his glasses on when he said Saturday or maybe they just changed the 
sign. We spent a couple of hours on the computer. I don’t like hot mail at all but it’s free and it 
works so I can’t complain too loudly. I even sent the Duck an email. I answered Angela’s 
requests and tried to get in touch with Jessie one more time. In her last message she mentioned 
that she was going to cable in a week and that means no more Yahoo, which is free. I don’t have 
her new e-mail address and she never sent anything since so I can pick her address up that way 
either. 


It was almost 9 PM by the time we were done. I concluded the reason no one was around was 
because it was the weekend and Monday is a bank holiday, plus they all got paid, so the long 
trips are in order. The police school is open but I don’t think the administrative staff will be on 
hand. We will see come Monday. We grabbed the duty driver and headed back to the ranch. 


He knew where we lived as he had taken us many times before. He was a very skilled driver and 
handled the narrow streets well. I tried to temp him with 100 DM to do the Dragadon steps in 
13.2 seconds on less. He just laughs at us but we keep trying. I wonder what the magic number 
is? We bid him a good night and set to putting Herb’s Pajaro in the garage for the night. We 
don’t leave it on the street. Doug never came! We will never get a permanent vehicle assigned to 
the WEEFOR because of the shortage but at least we have a better chance of getting the use of 
one more consistently than others here since we have a garage to store it. We thought they would 
never check on storing the vehicles here but they do, just ask John. At least the garage is free! 
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Herb mentioned that he really didn’t want to go to Skopje tomorrow with John. John had asked 
earlier before he went to bed what our plan was so I said we were going to Skopje thinking he 
would not want to come, it backfired. 


Why don’t we go find the place where the Sultan is buried tomorrow and lounge around for a 
change? I know John will be happy with that arrangement. We will tell him in the morning of 
our change of plans. 


Herb said, “I could use a short drink to put me to sleep”. I think I will join you,” I said. Herb had 
a brandy and water and I had the Johnny Walker Red. There was almost nothing left in the 
Johnny Walker bottle so I finished it with some water added. We went to the War Room and 
turned on the TV. The same old junk, nude women advertising their telephone numbers to call 
from a variety of different countries. We went to bed! 


I washed in the upstairs bathroom and noticed my thumb was healing pretty well. I used another 
dab of cream, as it seems to work well. There was still a small scare but not bad. I guess in 6 
months no one will even know it was there but me. I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at my 
toe to see what the status was on the wart. I had cut it again with a scissors about two weeks ago 
because it was bothering me when I wore my shoes. It seems to grow faster in this climate. I 
keep it wrapped in moleskin and it seems to work OK. I need to get Dr. Kish to remove it when I 
get home. He didn’t go far enough with the liquid nitrogen. Besides, I plan on getting fully 
checked out upon return. You may as well make my appointment now. 


One of the things to specifically check for stated in the Canadian Health Report was TB and 
AIDS. They have a long list but those two were particularly sited as the most prevalent problems. 


April 22 was Earth Day and there was a concerted effort to clean up the trash and burn the 
garbage, etc. and will continue until Environmental Day on June 5". Each UMNIK staff 
member donated 20DM for buying seed and saplings, mostly poplar and pine, to plant across the 
city of Pristina. However, the smell of raw sewage remains everywhere. 


Boy it’s five thirty AM! Holy mackerel I have been writing since 3 AM. I was coughing my 
brains out so bad [ had to sit up. Gads, I need to get some sleep. I know, what am I doing up at 3 
am? I don’t know! But I am going right back to bed and right now! 


See you later Toots. 


Love, Jay 
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April 30, 2000 Sunday — The True Resting Place of the Sultan 
Hi Toots, 


I didn’t get much sleep but I am up and getting my Maxwell House coffee and it’s only 7:30 
AM. I got a sore throat and plugged up sinuses again with a bit of a fever. I refuse to succumb to 
this Kosovo Crud! I felt it coming on the day after I was coughed on during a conversation with 
an Albanian attorney at headquarters. Albanians like to get close to talk. I kept backing away and 
he would move closer and soon I was up against the wall. The bottom-line I am fighting a new 
round of the Kosovo Crud. 


It is a nice day and we decided to go seek out the 
burial place of Sultan Murtah and take pictures. 
John gave his version of where he thought it was 
based upon a language assistant. After breakfast 
we packed up the cameras and off we went. It 
was right on the money! “Well done John!” I 
said. We found the caretaker, a 19-year-old girl 
of Turkish descent who unlocked the door to the 
tomb. She had us remove our shoes before 
entering. She said it was ok to take pictures. We 
~~ also got out the video camera and had her walk 
around the room with us and explain each artifact in the room as well as the story associated with 
the Sultan’s death and that of his son. The Sultan had two sons, the younger one killed in the 
battle of 1389 had his body shipped back to Turkey. The tomb was built in 1911 and her family 
has taken care of it for 7 generations. There is a plaque on the wall in French something to the 
effect that they restored it after WWII. We videotaped it so that we might get an exact translation 
later from one of our French colleagues, perhaps Eric Pinto. 
We bought post cards and gave a donation toward the 
maintenance of the structure. We all signed the guest book and 
took several more pictures. The young girl had a terrible cough, 
much worse than mine and we concluded it was because of the 
pollution spewing from the power plant. They were almost right 
under the stacks. She told us her name but I could not 
pronounce it. Outside the building were the graves of family 
members buried in the courtyard with simple headstones. There 
were also the graves of some the generals buried in the courtyard with ornate headstones carved 
in some kind of soft white stone. She said her father died of cancer two days ago, I wonder why? 
We noted that she spoke fairly good English and discovered she has been going to the university 
in Pristina to learn English. We thanked her for being so helpful and took lots of photographs 
before we left. This was the icing on the cake for us. This was the start of a really good day 
except for my cough. Next stop, the car wash downtown. We gassed up the Pajaro and made a 
command decision to eat lunch in Prizren. It was a good two-hour ride over the worst roads in 
the entire country. We basically followed the road signs and hoped they were right. We also 
stopped along the way and asked CIVPOL for directions whenever we could find one. They 
usually could be found in the small towns along the way. 
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We also asked at KFOR checkpoints. They usually didn’t speak English and it was difficult to 
get information from them. We took lots of video of some the most incredible living conditions 
along the way. There were bombed out homes, bullet ridden and burned, and mine fields 
everywhere. By the same token we also took video of some very beautiful mountain country with 
sheep and cows that dotted the hillsides. Herb reminded us that the farm animals were used as 
mine detectors. It was a living paradox. 


Finally, we arrived in 
Prizren about 2:30 PM 
very hungry and looked 
for the police station. 
The guards at the gate 
were German and spoke 
no English. We had to 
resort to graphics to get 
our message across. That 
got us in the door, next 
step to find an English- 
speaking cop. 

We got someone who 
spoke a little English at 
the front desk that told us there was someone coming on shift in 5 minutes. John was very 
nervous and wanted to stay in the car. We said, “No your coming with us it’s safer.” We met 
with an American Major, David Skinner, a U.S. CIVPOL officer. Herb gave him the name of a 
friend he was trying to locate in CIVPOL. Dave said, “Look, follow me and I will take you to 
this pizza shop so you can get something to eat and I will go home and get my master roster of 
personnel and their locations.” That was an offer we could not refuse. He dropped us off and we 
ordered something to eat. Upon his return we swapped war stories and information on all sorts of 
things. Dave said he was from Montana, formerly from upstate New York. He ended up in 
Montana as a result of being in the Air Force. He was only 36 years old and wanted to try this 
challenge so he signed a 6-month contract with DynCorp. He told us about an American in his 
unit that refused to pay the 30DM at the Macedonian boarded and they tried to intimidate him in 
a variety of ways and he held his ground with them. They were basically extorting money from 
Americans crossing the border. In the end they screamed at him and stamped his passport and 
threw him out of the country. From that day on they never charged anyone crossing the border. 
Bravo for him! I neglected to get his name. The story only came up after he left the restaurant. 
The person Dave spoke of had stopped by in the restaurant to pick up something from Dave and 
left. Skinner said, “He is the reason you don’t pay any money at the boarder.” We said, “Tell 
him thanks and we would like to buy him a drink next time we see him.” Dave began to tell us 
that we took the worst roads to get here and this is the most 
heavily mined area in the province. Now we find out after 
driving up dirt roads to get a better view and take photos. “Not 
a good idea,” he said! Dave said we were only about 10 clicks 
from the Albanian border and didn’t recommend we cross over 
for a visit. Dave said, “It’s a very nasty place! 
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They try to intimidate you with shouting and yelling at you and waving their guns around. Then 
they run behind the building and laugh after they pass you through. They are sick puppies.” 


We finished up our lunch and decided to hit the road. We then swapped addresses, telephone 
numbers and shook hands and left. Dave offered to have us follow him part of the way and 
recommended a more scenic route back to Pristina. It was a few more miles but the time would 
be the same as the roads were much better. We took his advice. It was a beautiful trip and we ran 
the video along the way. We stopped in one location where there was a monastery that originally 
had 11 monks but after the war there were only two left. The rest of the monks left on their own. 
It had some interesting architecture so we took some photos. Dave’s route took us past Camp 
Bondsteel so we went for a visit and had dinner there at about 6 PM. John sat in the Pajaro as 
usual and waited for us. He is so afraid something will happen. He is even afraid to use the APO 
address here. It took me a while to figure it out. I couldn’t understand why he wanted to set up a 
DHL account (a similar service to Federal Express) in Pristina. They are the only game in town 
to receive boxes and very expensive. 


SAIC complains even about soft packs and will not forward any package what so ever. There 
was no rush for anything that I could see. Then I remembered, we had asked him to get patches 
of the Illinois State Police for us. Suddenly, DHL was his response to our request instead of 
using the APO military address. Flat mail is free as long as you have a military APO return 
address on the envelope. They only charge for boxes up to a maximum of 70 Ibs. It would have 
cost him next to nothing to have them sent to him using the APO. However, he was afraid he 
might get caught doing something wrong. It must have been tough for him as a kid and being an 
only child. We didn’t pursue it. 


We behaved ourselves and didn’t go nuts on the food. We brought John an ice cream cone but he 
refused. We headed for the ranch as the sun went down very pleased with our photo shoot for the 
day. 


On the return trip we noted that the potholes in the road were not fixed and as we approached the 
city we could see black smoke bellowing up in the sky. Then the smell of burning rubber hit us. 
Not to surprising and I kind of dismissed it as another natural event in Pristina. I recalled the 
sports arena fire that burned for three weeks because they have no fire department to put it out. I 
was deep in thought about the level of sophistication our military have here and wondered why 
in the world any third world country would even consider challenging the U.S. Just listening to 
the reserve unit and what they do was enough for me. Can you imagine being able to track in 
coming fire from great distances and before the enemy had a chance to reload; their position was 
targeted and fired upon with pinpoint accuracy in seconds. They have a level of computer 
capability that amounts to a Sony Play station in a fighting vehicle. You never see the enemy 
because everything it is all on a computer screen that has identified the good guys and bad guys, 
and at the touch of a button it’s all over. That’s about all I want to say about military stuff. I 
don’t want to compromise our military in any way. That much is public knowledge. It is 
unfortunate that they are restricted to the base all the time. 
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Then I began to wonder if they had more car washes than pizza restaurants in Pristina. It seems 
they are on every corner. They buy high pressure machines just like the one Chris has and go 
into business doing car washes for 5 DM a pop. 


Some even get contracts with the military and OSCE and other NGO’s to wash vehicles. They 
record the vehicle plate number and get paid by the vehicle. It’s a way to make a buck. Then of 
course there are the bootleg gas stations all over town. They just line up their five-gallon gas 
cans along the curb and place a funnel in your gas tank and pour it in. The best part is that the 
gas cans as well as the diesel fuel are both stolen along with the car but business is business here. 


We arrived at the 
ranch and unpacked 
and just went to 
bed we were really 
tired. It was the end 
of good day. Boy, 
my stomach 

» muscles hurt from 
coughing so much. 
I can’t wait to get 
the hell out of this 
country. I never 
have been so sick 
in my life until I 

* came here. 


I loaded up on all 
kinds of drugs and 
went to bed. I sure 
wish I had some ChlorTrimeton. I opened the window to get some cool air but it started to rain 
so I closed it and just went to bed. That’s another day less to do in Kosovo. It’s seven and a 
wakeup! I can’t believe it! It makes me wonder why these humanitarian organizations put their 
personnel at risk in place like this. But then one has to consider the politics and the money 
involved and it all becomes clear. Where else could you make such a fantastic pile of tax free 
money? 





Tomorrow, I think I will practice packing just for the hell of it, as the balloon may go up any 
time you know. After all, tomorrow is May 1, 2000 — A communist holiday, “May Day.” 
Actually, they don’t celebrate May Day anymore. 


I think I will do speed trials to find out how fast I can get the hell out of this place. 


I am glad you sent the packages of skin cream and spices. The postmaster tells me I will get that 
by Wednesday! I can’t believe it but I will check on Wednesday just the same. 

Thanks very much, Andy will be grateful for the skin cream. He said this Aveeno brand is the 
only one that seems work. His wife can’t find it in the stores at home. 





WEEFOR Page 216 


I think you mentioned you received the box with the green luggage in it but left something out in 
the sentence and it makes no sense. I assume you got it. 


I got to hit the road running almost upon arrival. I have so much to do already and I am not even 
in the air yet! Judy Gay diner, luncheon with the class, grades to be posted, things to be sent to 
the WEEFOR, and the list goes on and on. 

Good night Toot 


May 1, 2000 Monday — Cop Antenna Up 
Hi Toots, 


It’s May Day and I got very little sleep again. I am up at 2 AM this time, coughing myself silly. I 
dosed up on all sorts of medication and went back to bed. Very difficult to sleep when you can’t 
breathe. John left to catch the 7:30 shuttle out to the school. Herb was kind of awake and we had 
coffee in the kitchen. We felt it was better to stay close to the ranch today, as he wasn’t feeling 
good either. I must have given him what I have. After a late breakfast we went downtown to drop 
off more film and see if we could pick up our BLA money. We weren’t sure if they observed the 
holiday or not. The place was deserted except for a few people. I went to make a copy of all my 
final departure papers so Herb could keep a copy and I would have a copy in the event I needed 
his help getting my remaining money after I left the country. The machine was jammed! 
However, one of the OSCE people from the mailroom came to my rescue. He simply took me 
into his office and ran a copy on his machine. He was the same fellow who offered to help me 
track down my mail in Vienna. We had a nice conversation about the progress of the police 
school and where the country is going. He said he would love to sit and have coffee with me 
sometime and solve the problems of the world. “Now that sounds like a good idea.” I said. Back 
out in the hallway, I could see Herb was finishing up on the Internet. We started to walk to the 
stairs when we ran into Alf, the Director of Transportation. He has got to be one of the hardest 
working guys in the OSCE organization. He is always working, even on Sunday’s. Herb told him 
of our encounter last Sunday morning (Easter) while gassing up our vehicle. We noted how the 
vehicle in front of us was filling enormous gas cans in a Pajaro. I clocked one at 70 liters. When 
Herb questioned the gas attendant he said, ““They are for the generators.” I noted Herb’s body 
language and it told me his cop antenna was up! These characters were stealing diesel fuel and it 
was being resold on the street. He said nothing and looked at me with a death stare, which meant 
write down the vehicle number and time all this is going down. Herb finished up the paperwork 
in the little shack next to the pumps and we were off. 


Alf said, “We don’t supply any generators anymore and it is not allowed to carry fuel in the 
trunk of vehicles.” He wrote down our information and decided to follow up on it. It would be 
really easy to track down who was driving the vehicle that day as they keep log files. It was 
obviously a conspiracy by all the parties involved. He thanked us for the information. 


Somehow, we got on the topic of drivers. The organization is hiring drivers like crazy to man 
almost 100 new vehicles. The problem is they can’t drive. 
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They are getting them from places like Pakistan where they see an ad that has a requirement of a 
valid driver’s license. They run around the corner and have one made in 20 minutes and they 
apply and get the job. The test drive is next to nothing and they send them here. They are already 
causing serious problems with auto accidents. Alf said he didn’t have enough drivers to go pick 
up 30 new Pajaro’ s in Skopje and was struggling to get them here. Herb said he would volunteer 
to go get one if need be. Alf said it was ok now as he has the last ones coming today. He said, “I 
wish you were here to make that offer a week ago.” He thanked us for our offer and we left. 


It was cool outside but I refused to give up on wearing my shorts. I ignored the cold. The photo 
shop was closed to observe the bank holiday, so it was back to the ranch. On the way we went up 
a back street that traverses a graveyard. We stopped in front of a stonecutters shop and jumped 
out. We inquired with the men there as to how they did the portraits on the headstones. No one 
spoke English so we went in to our graphics technique and made progress. One man finally 
demonstrated how it was done. They take a photograph and trace it on the headstone first then 
— += they use a jewelers etching tool and 
create the image right on the surface 
of the stone. It is a very time- 
consuming process and well done. 
The stone is a very smooth marble 
on the surface and once cut creates a 
black and white relief. One man 
showed us a recent work of two 
Americans (Husband and Wife 
wedding photo) on a marble stone 
that was 18 by 24 by one inch thick. 
I asked how much to make this 
stone? He wrote down 350 DM or 
about $150.00. We noted that he was 
able to make the photo on the stone 
larger than the original picture he 
used to sketch it from. He showed us 
: ayo TO tLe how he did it. The stonecutter was 
1984-1885 also an artist, no doubt about it! We 
5 5 ranean Dat pyauilt » thanked him for his demonstration 
ee and praised his work. As we 
departed we pointed to the big 
picture on the wall of Bill Clinton 
cut from a magazine. They love Bill 
Clinton. They were all smiles over 
that. 





At the ranch, Herb decided to repair 
his backpack and I went about 
cleaning out the laptop for Andy. 
Herb got in a computer lesson before I got involved with that choir. That came about as a result 
of me wanting him to look at the prescription label I made to put on Andy’s water bottle. 
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It was a prescription for Viagra including a warning label with some bizarre side effects that 
made Herb laugh pretty hard. We thought it would be 
great gag to put this on his desk before he got back. The 
prescription came from the WEEFRO Pharmacy on 
Mother Theresa Blvd. of course and prescribed by none 
other than Dr. Roger Rabbit. We plan to fill the bottle 
with ice tea and tape the label on the bottle and leave it on 
his desk. Herb made his contribution to the label and we 
saved it to a floppy. It had some very strange side effects 
noted on the warning label. Now all that is left is for me to 
get it printed out. I showed Herb how to put in a scrolling 
marquee as a screen saver. This was like waving a red flag 
in front of a bull. He couldn’t resist setting up Andy’s 
machine with some cute phrase. Sick or not we still have 
fun. 


We then went about our individual tasks. Before we knew 
it, John was back from school and it was only 12:30 PM. 
He didn’t get a vehicle. He said there is nothing going on 
at school today. We asked John if he wanted to come with 
us to KFOR. We were going to walk up the hill to check 
the mail and make a pit stop at the American compound to 
try and contact ie Wilkins. He said, No! “Would you like to take the Pajaro and do some 
grocery shopping for us”, I asked? John leaped at the chance to drive. He offered to drive us up 
to KFOR; we said no we rather walk. I gave him the kitty pouch and Herb gave him the keys and 
we were off. 





We went to the U.S. Office and the assistant managed to get Wilkins on the cell phone for us. I 
asked if we could meet with him regarding the problem of obtaining KFOR ID cards for the 
American police at the Kosovo Police Service School (KPSS). He explained why we were being 
denied and he was also being denied access to Bondsteel. There was a breach of security and this 
was a knee jerk reaction to tighten up. I explained it was very embarrassing to see the Brits with 
ID cards using the American PX and we as Americans are denied access. “I thought we were the 
good guys here and the sooner the cops graduate the sooner KFOR can go home.” I said. Wilkins 
agreed and said there was a meeting scheduled with the base commander this week on the 
subject. I asked if we could call and get a status update on that. He said, “Yes, in fact, I will be 
out at the KPSS during the week and if you leave your names at the desk I will look you up.” I 
said, “That’s great, we look forward to meeting with you.” In the course of the conversation 
Wilkins asked me what police department I was from. He was delighted to hear it was Nassau 
County PD as he is a Long Island boy as well. That opens a lot of doors I thought to myself. This 
ought to be a very interesting meeting. We thanked him for his time and we left our names as he 
suggested and walked the rest of the way to KFOR. “Herb, what do you think, should we still 
write our congressman,” I asked? “Let’s wait and see”, he said. “We might want to mention it to 
him depending on the results of the meeting.” 
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We put that issue to bed and cleared the front gate at KFOR and went to the post office, the PX 
again, but bought nothing this time, and finally we had a late lunch at 5 PM in the mess hall. I 
had fish and herb had beef stew and a salad. I still don’t trust salads not even in the mess hall. 


The sun came out and we had nice walk back to the ranch. John was back and said Arti’s was 
closed too and he could not get the groceries. I said, “It’s OK, don’t worry about it, we will try 
again tomorrow.” He said he wasn’t hungry as he had a big lunch today. I was glad because I 
didn’t want to cook and besides we already ate a combination lunch and dinner at KFOR. John 
said in passing he did get some bread and a case of beer and there was one in the refrigerator if I 
was interested. I thought to myself, he is testing us again. I didn’t say anything and moved out of 
earshot. He went to work on his computer and I went to work on mine. Herb had disappeared. I 
was getting concerned as he was spitting up blood when we reach the ranch from our return trip 
from KFOR. He said he was OK and that his sinuses were giving him trouble. They must be 
really enflamed. I said, “How about a visit to see Doc Martin tomorrow morning?” Herb agreed 
without a fight. 


It must have been around 7 PM as John announced he was going to bed. I thought maybe Herb 
took the Pajaro and went to headquarters in search of a doctor. I kept typing but in the back of 
my mind I was getting ready to walk down the Dragadon steps to find him. The doorbell rang, I 
thought it might be Herb but I knew he had a key. It was another cousin of the landlord. Genc, 
the landlord’s son came to the rescue as I could not tell what she wanted since we could not 
communicate with each other. She left in short order and I invited Genc up to the War Room so I 
could talk to him. I told him how insulted we all were by his father’s actions. I explained to him 
that these were men of very high caliber with positions of high trust as Police Chiefs, etc. and no 
one ever questioned their integrity. I asked that he think about a way to restore this damage 
between us, as we did not want to continue this relationship under those conditions. He said he 
would. He went on to defend his father’s actions. 


I explained to him that what happened to him by the previous American police tenants was an 
anomaly and that’s not the way American cops behave as it is a very sacred brotherhood. Herb 
arrived in the middle of the conversation. He explained he was across the street at the Internet 
Café. That was a relief. Herb got involved in the conversation and told Genc,” I am pissed.” 
Herb was to direct and the kid reacted to him with an in-kind remark. Herb said, “I will get over 
it in time.” Herb needs to be a little less direct. 

I had the kid on a guilt trip and about to hit him with a proposal to lower the rent but Herb threw 
battery acid on the situation. We tried to patch up things and I skillfully changed the subject to 
our adventure to see the Sultan’s gravesite. Genc had never been there. One thing led to another 
and he was going to take us to Lake Batllva on the weekend. Things were back on track and it 
was time for us all to part gracefully. 


I went to bed coughing as usual! My muscles still hurt from coughing so much. So, Toots I am 
fighting to keep from getting any worse and hopefully I will have this under control before I 
leave this place. This respiratory infection is wearing me out. 


See you later alligator! 
Love, Jay 
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1500 Wathen Jheresa Clad 
Pristine, Katawo 


Sel 3E9-707277-099 
FOR: 
Andrew Revering Rx 69-69-69 
Take one heaping tablespoon 
Orally (by mouth) 


Viagra Extra Strength 500 MG 


This product was especially ordered for you, please contact 
us one day in advance to reorder. 


Doctor of Pharmacy: Roger Rabbit, Ph.D. 


Warning 
Side Effects include: 
Uncontrollable erections in public places 
Excessive happiness in the shower 
Delusions of grandeur at bedtime 
Devious behavior with young women 
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May 2, 2000 Tuesday — Bureaucratic Ping-Pong 
Hello Toots, 


It’s 5:30 PM, how is that for a switch? I just got up. I needed to get some sleep today. I am 
physically exhausted from lack of sleep. It has been raining all morning and that makes the 
sewers over flow, which in turn permeates the air with the most awful smell that makes you gag. 
Fortunately, for Herb, he is still asleep and doesn’t have to contend with the nasty smell. The 
odor even comes up through the floor drains into the bathrooms. We have to close the doors to 
get away from the stench. I guess that’s one of the tradeoffs. The rain knocks down the air 
pollution but makes the sewers over flow spewing the foulest odor along with a river of disease. 


It was the doorbell that woke me. It was Herbs Team Leader, Sigmund from firearms. He needed 
to have the Pajaro for tomorrow so I gave him the keys. I told him Herb was really sick and I was 
taking him to DynCorp to see Doctor Donovan today. Sigmund said, “Tell Herb not to worry 
and stay home tomorrow they will survive without him.” 


Dr. Martin was in Vienna this week and we never could find the OCSE nurse this morning. 
Besides, we needed a doctor to prescribe medications not a nurse. No offense intended Toots. 


Dr. Bill Donovan, a very interesting guy. He was an Army Ranger and is a cousin of Herb’s 
former wife. His specialty is emergency room trauma surgery and he is only 51 years old. 
DynCorp currently employs him on contract pretty much in the same way we are with SAIC. We 
had Greg Varga with us who tagged along from headquarters. He was concerned about a chest 
pain and also got his turn at bat to see Donovan. Well, since I am here I asked if he could at least 
check my blood pressure. It was 130 over 80 and he said that was very good. He told me to stay 
on the meds I was using and drink lots of liquids. He mentioned a new blood pressure drug 
called Diovan that has fewer side effects than Cozaar and I should look into that when I get 
home. I am not sure of the spelling. 


I asked him if I could print out a page on his printer while he was looking at Herb and he said, 
“Fine, no problem.” I printed Andy’s prescription for Viagra and put it in my bag. It printed in 
color too! We do know how to have fun! 


The doctor recommended that Greg go get a chest x-ray at the British Hospital. We provided 
transportation. He was referred to the CIVPOL clinic; we drove him there. They got him 
permission to get the x-ray and we drove him back to the British Hospital. Nothing is simple 
here! 


The line was long and we told him we needed to get going and couldn’t wait and he could get 
the duty driver to pick him up when he got done. He agreed the line had not moved despite all 
the time we spent running around between hospitals. 


Herb and I had tried earlier to get our BLA from the OSCE finance office while we were in 
search of Dr. Martin. His sir name is Enk but we like to call him Doc Martin. It just fits him 
better. 
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Since they were both in the same building it made sense to try to be efficient in our travels. Well, 
this turned out to be one of the most exasperating experiences for both of us. It all starts with the 
cashier, Sabine Kroner who said he had no supporting documentation and to see some clerk in 
another office down the hall. The clerk in turn said it was approved on the computer and to go 
back to the cashier. 


After the first round of ping-pong, it was clear no one really cared one way or the other. The 
score was OSCE, 4 and WEEFOR, 0). This time we pressed a little harder with our questions and 
put the ball back in their court. This tactic produced another contact person by the name of Lirije 
Salihu. We were told she could be found on the second floor. One thing you have to remember 
here is that the ground floor is 0 not 1. It’s the European way of counting. Damn stupid and 
confusing. We searched the entire second floor of the OSCE building office by office asking 
everyone we met if they knew of her or where her office was. That killed another half hour and 
Herb was running out of patients. We went back to the cashier and asked the question again, very 
carefully this time. “Tell me exactly where I can find Lirije Salihu?” This time his response was, 
“The second floor of the INEX building around the corner.” Herb wanted clean his clock on the 
spot. He said, “You have more patients than I have Jay Man.” We donned the stairs to the second 
floor of the INEX building. Her name was on the door but no one was there! We left a very 
detailed note and said we would be back by 11:30 AM. We then made our way to DynCorp to 
see Doctor Donovan. 


We came back an hour later and the note was still there which indicated she had not returned. 
Now what? There is no accounting of where people are or a means to leave messages. Is she out 
sick, vacation, lunch, conference, coffee or what, no one could tell us? We found out in a 
roundabout way that Lirije was in Vushtri today. Some nice person called her daughter at home. 
We were pretty well wiped out now. We went back to the cashier with this very helpful person in 
tow, who spoke English, and never gave us her name, for another volley in the Ping-Pong match. 
In the final volley, we got in touch with the Treasurer, Shelly. She got on the phone and called 
the school with some prompting from Herb who had to explain that we do not have any means of 
communication. They all assume we carry cell phones and VHF radios. Herb got on and after 
being bounced from one person to another several times and he finally got the straight story as to 
what was going on with our BLA. We had asked to be paid up until the 30" of the month but 
submitted the BLA form on the 17". They need a week to process and the clock starts from the 
day you want to get paid for. In our case April 30", in short, we can’t get our money until 
Monday the 8" of May! The final score; OSCE, 8 and the WEEFOR, 2. 


However, there was a flag on the play! Shelly said, “Get in touch with Lirije first thing tomorrow 
and have her put you guys on the fast track so you can pick up your money on Friday. She is 
your primary contact for the police school.” Shelly told us that the school had all the necessary 
equipment including a safe and trained personnel to do everything at the school and there was no 
need to come to OSCE headquarters but they won’t do it. She said last September she was trying 
to get them to do direct deposits. Shelly said, “Everything is ready to go using Oracle and they 
refuse to do it”. She confessed that she is tired of beating her head on the wall working long 
hours, 6 and 7 days a week, and being held accountable for every dollar and having to handle 
every headache that walks in the door. She is trying to get into the elections group. 
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They do next to nothing for the same pay. We already knew that from previous conversations 
with people who were in that unit. Shelly said she was from Canada and Greg started a 
conversation with her over where, etc. All this was going on while Herb was trying to talk on the 
phone making it possible to for him to hear. He was very rude! 


Shelly realized our plight and had our sympathy so we played on it for a while and it turned into 
a pity party. She recounted an event just recently where some rude international was trying to get 
paid at the same time as the locals causing a commotion in the hallway. “He was so loud and was 
swearing and then threatened one of the locals who jumped the pay line,” she said. I said, 
“Really, how rude!” Herb was trying to contain himself once more to keep from laughing. We 
exchanged glances in silence. Too bad Andy wasn’t here to see my performance. Shelly had no 
idea it was I. I didn’t want to burst her bubble, as she was being extra helpful to us. Naturally, we 
poured on more sympathy for her job and she lapped it up. Greg Varga had no idea what was 
going on and we never told him either. 


I couldn’t believe she was on missions for 7 years and didn’t want to go home. Her husband 
worked for some telecommunications company and he was here also. It is amazing what people 
will do for money. 


After we got all through running Greg all over the place we made a pit stop at Arti’s to get some 
chop meat. It was still raining and traffic was heavy and vicious as usual. I jumped out and went 
to the store while Herb circled the block. I was in and out in less than 5 minutes and we 
continued our journey to the ranch. On the way back, we concluded that Greg Varga was 
definitely not a good fit for the WEEFOR based upon our conversations with him during our 
travels around to the various medical facilities. He is immature, insecure about himself, and a 
chronic complainer who also worries about money constantly. But we hear he is a good grill 
man. 


I made hot tea and lemon for both of us to get the chill out and noted it was 3:30 PM. We 
concluded it was time for a nap. Herb popped his pills and went to bed and I followed suit. I was 
really out until the doorbell rang at 5:30 PM, the starting point of my log. 


Herb was up 5 minutes after Sigmund left. He decided to walk down and see him and wanted to 
know if I wanted to come. I said no I wanted to finish my log. 


Upon his return we had a nice dinner for two, as John never showed up. We waited until 6 PM 
before I started cooking. We concluded he was teaching the computer class tonight. It was 7:30 
PM and we had cleared the table washed the dishes and were looking for something to do. We 
went to the War Room and tried the TV. BBC World News was the only English-speaking thing 
we could find. 


We chatted a bit and Herb told me Sigmund said for him to stay at home the rest of the week and 
take care of himself. Herb said the boys in his fire-team were going to make sure we had a 
vehicle for Monday to get me to Skopje. That’s a relief! Pretty soon we both fell asleep. Next 
thing I know Herb wakes me and says we need to get to bed. End of the story! 





WEEFOR Page 225 


I never did hear John come in I was out from the medications. 


Toots, Iam getting better. The sore throat is just about gone along with the fever. However, the 
stuffy nose and enflamed sinuses are still with me. I still can’t breathe right. 


Smile, I will be home before you know it. 


I need to tell my class tomorrow that I will be leaving. I don’t think they will be happy about it. 
Roger Rabbit will certainly miss them. They are indeed a very unique class. I better quit for now. 


Love, Jay 
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May 3, 2000 Wednesday — Roger Rabbit Announces his Departure to the Class 
Hi Toots, 


It’s now 8:20 PM and I am wondering if the e-mails I sent to you today were received. You 
sounded very worried. You’re right, I am sick but not that bad. However, I am concerned over 
the blood in the urine today. I am not sure what the cause is but there has been no sign of it the 
rest of the day. I have no idea what the hell is going on. I will see what happens tomorrow. Right 
now, I am running on the battery in the laptop, we lost power again so I may have to quit very 
soon unless the power returns. We still have power outages but not as frequently as before. 


This morning was a busy morning. I was up and ready at 6 AM had some coffee and toast with 
Herb. John took me to the shuttle stop to get the seven thirty run. I had 15 minutes to spare. I 
struck up a conversation with a CIVPOL cop from the state of Washington. I asked him where I 
could get PearSnapples. He replied, “Naumes Inc, Chelan, Washington, 98816.” Now how about 
that for an answer? He said, “You might want to also try Bear Creek Fruit Shippers in Metford, 
Oregon. They do a lot of mail order stuff.” “Thank you”, I said, as I wrote it all down in my 
notebook. Just then a Jeep pulled up and it was the French firearms team offering us a ride. We 
literally had to squeeze in and somehow made our way to the school and arrived in the form of a 
pretzel. 


I ran into Joe Race at the front door of the school and he told me the WEEFOR patches should be 
in Thursday along with the Instructor patches. Great, let me know for sure I am in class 2A. Joe 
nodded indicating he would find me. On the stairs, I met Glen Sapp and asked,” What are the 
chances of getting the instructor development certificates before I leave? My last working day is 
Friday.” Glen said, “Very good, as I have someone working on them right now.” “Thanks Glen, 
the boys will appreciate this,” I said. Class started a bit late but not enough to make a dent in our 
schedule. Eric and I worked out the plan of attack for the morning on the sex investigation class. 
I kicked it off and ran through it slowly and asking them lots of questions before providing the 
definitions. They were able to quote me the exact sections of law! I was impressed. I made a 
small announcement informing them from a memo about payday and about swapping their 
blankets for sleeping bags so they could get the blankets cleaned. I passed out the extra photos 
they requested and they were very pleased as I gave them the larger size. They wanted to pay for 
them but I said no, it was my gift to them for doing so well on the midterm. 


At the end of class I asked them for a favor. “I want you to sand me a graduation photo to hang 
on my wall.” They looked puzzled. I continued; “I will not be here for your graduation. Roger 
Rabbit is going home! 
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However, I want to see every one of you in that graduation picture and I will count noses!” I 
asked the Captain to take care of that task. He nodded yes with a big smile. They all laughed 
when I gave them the Roger Rabbit sign. 


I explained that I will be returning to school and when I am finished they will have to call me 
Doctor Roger Rabbit. I gave them the Roger Rabbit sign again and they clapped. It was hard for 
them to comprehend I would not be back. Then I moved on to let them know they could bring 
cameras for tomorrow as we were going to learn how to direct traffic doing the Macarena. Spider 
is bringing in the tape and Beverley will have the tape player and teach the class how to do it. I 
will be the cameraman. This will be fun. Class dismissed! 


Eric offered me a ride back to the Ranch in the Jeep. It was tight as always! We made the Ranch 
in good time for once. I knew Herb was waiting for me as John came to class to tell me. We went 
downtown immediately to see Lirije and take care of business over at the INEX building. She 
was in and we were trying to explain why we needed to be on the fast track system but her body 
language indicated she really could care less and would not commit to being able to pay us by 
next Monday. During this conversation, Giffe Maertens came in who normally works out at the 
school in administration. He simply said to me come in on Thursday and pick up your BLA it 
will be ready. I said, “Friday is OK.” He said, “You could pick it up on Thursday.” What about 
the rest of our group? He said, “No problem it will be there, I will call tomorrow morning and it 
will be there.” He told Lirije to process the paperwork right then and there. Herb and I looked at 
each other and said nothing. We didn’t really know what to say. I told him I had to teach in the 
morning. “Then come after class”, he said. “OK”, I said. Giffe went to the elevator and we went 
for the stairs. Herb said, “There is the guy that’s got the power, we better buy him dinner or 
something.” I mention to Herb I was in to see him earlier today to find out how to do the end of 
service clearance form. He was very helpful. He also told me I can keep my OSCE ID card for a 
souvenir all they would do is scratch out the number. I thought that was great. 


Next stop, check and see if the there was confirmation on my fax for transportation to the airport 
from the hotel on the 9" at 5:30 in the morning. Nothing received. Not to promising. I went to 
the transport room and asked them to send an e-mail making the same request as the fax. At first, 
he said, “We don’t do that anymore.” “What is the effective date that you stopped doing 
transports to the airport in Skopje?” I asked. He said, “Two months ago.” Well, I explained to 
him that our friend Dennis did exactly the same thing I was requesting a month ago with no 
problem. Are you sure that’s correct? I finally convinced him to send an e-mail. They hate to do 
work. The entire office was doing nothing. Two were playing games on the computer and the 
other two women were just bullshitting. Another fellow was reading the paper. They are all 
getting paid to do work and when someone asks them to do something that resembles work, it’s 
an automatic no. I asked if I could check back with him after lunch. He said yes. Out in front of 
headquarters we met Scott Mc Knight and Lynne Hertzling. Her first name is Martha but she 
prefers to use her middle name. Anyway, Herb showed off his photos that he had just picked up 
from the photo shop next store. They were impressed. Finally, after much coaxing, we went to 
Ballantine’s for lunch and met Beverly and Liz there. I asked if she got my note from Howard to 
bring in the tape player for tomorrow. She said she would be there. “Great”, I said. Herb set the 
date with her to come and use the Fat’s machine. That completed our bargain. 
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“Next Wednesday was fine”, she said. It was a done deal! They paid the bill and left. Herb and I 
had some lunch and returned to headquarters to try and put this transportation problem to bed. 


We looked for the individual who sent the e-mail for me in the transportation room, not there! 
We then spotted Alf and asked for his help. He was very happy to help us. He said he would send 
the e-mail himself. I gave him a copy of the Fax I sent the day before and we were off to the 
ranch via the duty driver. He also refused to drive up the Dragadon steps again. I even raised the 
prize to 1OODM. I keep trying but no takers. 


John was back from school and offered to drive us in the Jeep to KFOR. We said OK as he was 
on the way back to school to teach his computer class. We checked for mail, none! Went to the 
PX to return the knife I bought the day before. No problem! It was time for dinner, 5:30 PM, so 
we stayed and had dinner at the mess hall. I had liver, potatoes and cauliflower. It was very good. 
We walked back to the ranch taking the short cut through the US State Department compound 
more commonly known as Banana Base. I don’t know why! We got back to the ranch and I took 
a shower. Herb was working on his photo album again. It was quite a collection. It has 300 
pictures in it now. That means he spent at least 600 DM. Wow, that’s a lot of money. I don’t 
know how many are in book two. The photo shop is making a fortune on all of us. 


I decide to go to the Internet café and send you e-mails. It was obvious that you were not getting 
mine. There is something wrong with the server at headquarters. I had to rely on it as the Internet 
Café was down from a lightning strike last week. It didn’t open until this Sunday. I spent an hour 
on the box and sent you logs for the past three days. I took care of everyone I hope. 


Herb and I went separate ways. I started tapping on the laptop and the power went out again. 
Soon Herb was up and we chatted for a while and then John arrived. He asked if I would take the 
Jeep in for him in the morning as he was off and Howard never showed up to get the vehicle. I 
said yes, so he didn’t have to get up tomorrow. Herb talked about lobster for an hour and the 
power returned. Finally, John went to bed and we all followed suit. 


Wow, it’s 11:40 PM. I quit! B 


See you very soon. I hope you call 
tomorrow. I will make sure the cell 
phone is on. We are also expecting 
Andy to call if he needs help. I 
wonder how his Rome adventure 
turned out. I think he would have 
really strangled that guy if he didn’t 
get on the plane to Vienna. 


Love, Jay 
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May 4, 2000 — Thursday Macarena Traffic Control 
Hi Toots, 


Today we are to teach three hours of traffic control in the morning and in the afternoon do a 
practical exercise but we made a slight revision. Eric and I concluded last week there was no way 
could spend three hours teaching traffic control. I told him of my plan to bring Beverly Trumble 
in to teach the Macarena to break the tension. The class was stressed out over the midterms and 
this was a way to have some fun with all the extra time on our hands. Naturally, he was in favor 
of breaking the tension in the classroom, as it was a very therapeutic idea indeed. 


I arrived early this morning at the KPSS and immediately started hunting down Spider, the LA 
who had promised to bring in the audiotape of the Macarena. I located our second LA who 
informed me that Spider would not be in today as he had an emergency. Spider’s father was in 
the hospital as a result of an auto accident. However, I hedged my bets by asking a second LA to 
also bring in the Macarena in case Spider couldn’t get it for some reason. I never expected him to 
have a medical emergency. The backup plan was now in play and I got the audiotape. Eric came 
to class with his video camera as well. So now we had two cameras. This was better than I had 
hoped for. Beverly had the boom box and we were getting excited now about doing this stunt. 
The class assembled after the 9 AM morning formation. They were all very bewildered by what 
was to come next. We had them push the chairs and desks back to get maximum space. We then 
got them in formation and Beverly took control of the class at that point. She did a demonstration 
without music with each movement repeated by the LA. The cameras were rolling now and 
giggles began to percolate among the students. The movements were confusing them at first. 
After a few dry runs the music was added. They were now really getting into it! Then we added 
the turns and put it all together for them. It was really a lot of fun for all of us. Before we knew 
it; it was break time. I turned them loose and I went to get the VCR and the TV from the 
administration office. I had two of the students help me carry it all back to the classroom and had 
them hook it up while I went in search of Brad Smith on the third floor. 


Brad was in his office and I came in and asked if he had a few moments to see a new technique 
in traffic control that he may want to adopt for the school. He gave me one of those grins that 
said I don’t trust you and said, “You’re not going to show me another stuffed-up toilet or 
something are you?” I retorted, “Brad, now would I do that to you? Just give me a few minutes 
of your time and see for yourself what we have. Come on down stairs with me, we have it on the 
VCR.” He gave in and followed me down the stairs to the classroom. We entered the classroom 
and all the students were still milling around talking. Once our presence was recognized and 
class became very still and quiet. The students were almost frozen in their tracks and no one said 
a word. Eric greeted Brad and I prompted him to put in the videotape. I pressed the remote 
button and let it roll! Brad was very surprised and had a good laugh with all of us. He said, “So 
this is what goes on in the classroom, fun and games; great traffic control!” He watched a few 
minutes of the tape and said he had to get back to work and left with a smile on his face. The 
class was still laughing at seeing themselves on TV the whole time. This was great fun for all. 
The pressure was in fact defused! 
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It was time to get serious and teach “Traffic Control” to the class. That went down very smoothly 
and we then broke for lunch. The word had spread like wild fire and everyone was talking about 
our class. Martha stopped me in the hall and said, “You guys are too much; can I see the tape? 
Where do you get these ideas from anyway?” I laughed and said, “I just make them up as I go 
along.” It’s humor that keeps us all sane here. Martha said, "Yeah, your right about that!” She 
returned to her class laughing all the way down the hallway. 


After lunch we tried to play Eric’s tape in the VCR but it would not work. His camera uses 
European format and it was not compatible with the VCR. It was time for the practical and we 
took the class outside and had them demonstrate the various techniques. They all wanted to 
borrow my tape to show their families at home as well as play it in the dorm. I did lend it to one 
student and I promised I would make copies and send them from home. 


This turned out to be a really good day for all. Beverly suggested we have the class do the 
Macarena for the morning formation tomorrow. We both knew that Dunkin would probably go 
ballistic over that stunt. But it was to be Dunkin's last day in command of drilling the troops and 
it would be a nice farewell and make for good memories. I agreed and we got the class together 
one more time and let the class Captain lead the Macarena. We explained we would take our 
positions in the window directly above them and place the boom box on the ledge and on the 
Beverly’s command of the count of three would turn the show over to him. We practiced one 
more time - JZ ai 

before we ~ a 

let them = 

go for the 
day. 
‘There 
next class 
was with 
the Op’s 





instructors in defensive tactics. 


I got a ride with Eric back to the ranch 
and I couldn’t wait to tell Herb and Andy 
about doing the Macarena in class. I 
haven’t had this much fun since I was in 
the Marine Corps. 


To celebrate the event, we went out to 
eat. Later, I tried to play the tape on the 
VCR at the ranch but no luck. It is just 
too complicated to set up. I promised the 
boys a copy as soon I get home. This was 
a day to remember! Just thinking about it 
made me laugh. I will let the video clip speak for itself. 
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There is nothing else noteworthy that happened today so I will let this event stand as the cherry 
on top of the whipped cream! 


I can’t believe that tomorrow we will go a step further and do the Macarena in the morning 
formation. I hope Thomas Dunkin has a sense of humor. I doubt it but it’s worth a try. We are 
not out to hurt anyone just have some good fun American style. I think Patch Adams would have 
loved this! 


I am going to call it a day Toots. See you soon 


Jay 





Major Roger Rabbit does it again! 
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May 5, 2000 Friday — Brit Balks at American Humor 
Oh Toots, 


Guess what time it is? It’s three and a wake up. Up at 6 am for a quick breakfast of toast and 
coffee then John dropped me at school around 8 AM and headed back to return the vehicle. 


The class was really hyper this morning. We practiced the Macarena on more time before 
formation. They had it down pat! We sent them down stairs for the formation out in front of the 
school. Beverly set up the boom box and I adjusted the video camera and waited. Thomas 
Dunkin in his Brit military style barked commands and the troops responded accordingly until 
the count of three by Beverly. The music started and the video was running and the class did the 
Macarena in unison. It was too much for Dunkin. He was beside himself. His face was red and I 
thought he was going to explode. We cut the music and the tape after about 1 minute. It was 
priceless stuff. I could hear Dunkin shouting at the troops, “I have never been so insulted in my 
entire career as I have been today.” He went on an on out of control. Well, we all got a good 
laugh except for Dunkin. The administration didn’t know what to do, laugh or cry. They were 
dumb founded. Most saw the humor in it! It was the 
funniest stunt I ever pulled. I went to smooth Dunkin’s 
feathers after he calmed down. Dinesh told me to wait a 
while as Dunkin was very upset and really didn’t know 
how to deal with American humor. Finally, I sought him 
out in his office over at the gym and got him alone. I 
explained to him that this was not political, religious, or 
personal, just good fun in a place that has little to laugh 
about. I told him I would not leave here with him in a bad 
way and offered to shake his hand. I told him that it was 
there way of saying goodbye because the class knew he 
was leaving and wanted you to have some humorous 
memories. They respected him because he was so damn 
good at what he did. “You’re doing a job that no one else 
wants to do, and you do it very well! Being a drill sergeant 
is not a fun job! Whoever they choose to replace you will 
have some pretty big shoes to fill.” He calmed down and 
we shook on it and let it go. I talked to Dinesh and told 
him it was my idea so the class wouldn’t get in trouble. I didn’t want any reprisals against the 
students. 

He said, “I don’t know what is going to happen. I haven’t told Steve Bennett yet.” Later I 
learned from Beverly that Bennett chalked it up to cultural differences between Americans and 
Brits and decided to let it go at that. 





Now I started the great escape trying to get signed out of this pace with the final clearance form. 
I really thought I had it down pat because of all the pretrial runs. I managed to get all the 
signatures necessary at the school and found the right clerk to turn in the form. I thought I was 
home free. First thing Bensnik said was, “This is the wrong form; we use a different form.” I 
stared him down and said, “Does that form say OSCE final clearance form on it?” 
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He said, “Yes.” I asked, “Can you show me any revision date on the form?” “There is none,” he 
said. I retorted, “Then this is the right form as of now!” “Oh, OK,” he said. Bensink asked, “Did 
you fill out a request for leave to get your vacation time, and where is your letter with the reason 
you are leaving?” I asked, “Do you have an instruction sheet that goes with the clearance form?” 
He said, “No we don’t have one.” I commented,” Don’t you think you should to have one so this 
sort of thing could be eliminated?” “I don’t make the rules,” he said. I snapped back and said,” 
Really, then show me where it says in my contract that I need do all of this crap!” “I don’t 
know,” he said. “Well in that case my paperwork is in the same place as your instruction sheet,” 
I said. I then looked him in the eye and said, “Well, I tell you what; if I send you a copy of 
today’s videotape, do you think you could get this processed without all the silliness?” “Yes, 
absolutely, meet me in Room 101 in the INEX building at 4 PM,” he said. Now that’s progress I 
thought to myself! My next stop was to turn in my ID card and red OSCE ID book to Paul Kelly, 
head of security. He said, “You can keep it for a souvenir if you like mate.” I thanked him and 
said that I would do just that. I told him I would be in on Saturday to help Eric and teach my last 
class. It would be my last official act as an instructor. Paul offered to let me borrow his digital 
camera and shoot some pictures before I leave and put them on disk to take home. I said, “That 
would be really super, I will stop by in the morning and pick it up, thanks Paul.” My new 
problem was to get a ride into headquarters from the school but I needed to stop by the ranch to 
pick up my final BLA and bring it with the rest of the paperwork to the INEX building. 


I grabbed the 3 PM shuttle and got off as close to Dragadon as I could and did a brisk walk up 
the hill. Andy and Herb were on the porch upstairs relaxing. I said, “Hi Andy, I can’t talk now I 
am racing the clock to get to headquarters. Where are John, and the vehicle?” Herb said, “We 
have none!” Damn! I grabbed what I needed off the desk and ran down the Dragadon Steps to 
the INEX building. I had to go to the 4th floor to cross over to the headquarters building to make 
copies and then cross back again and down to the first floor. I ran into Bensnik, the clerk, in 
between buildings and I had him review all the documents to make sure they were OK. All is 
well! We parted and I got the duty driver to take me back to the ranch. It was 4:30 PM when I 
got back to the ranch. Wow, that was record time I thought to myself. I recounted the story to 
Herb, Andy and John in the War Room. They commented, “They sure don’t make it easy, do 
they.” I told them about Dunkin’s reaction to the Macarena in formation this morning. Roger 
Rabbit does it again! I said, “I can’t stay; Eric Pinto invited me for a few beers at a local café at 7 
PM.” The boys all walked to KFOAR for dinner, and I did the Dragadon steps once more. Genc, 
the landlord’s son, was paging me from over my left shoulder. 


He caught up and we talked a bit. He asked if I saw the table and chairs on the patio. I said no as 

I have been rushing around too much to notice. He mentioned he had to work and could not take 

us to the lake this Sunday but suggested we ask one of the language assistants for help on how to 
get there. I said, OK, we could work out something.” “Is Herb still mad, he asked?” I said, “He is 
getting over it.” 


We parted as I made my way down the narrow street to the café. It was 6:30 PM and I was way 
too early. I sat outside and waited. I noticed what I assumed to be the owner is having trouble 
removing the heavy white aluminum patio doors off the hinges that separated the bar from the 
outdoor porch. I watched them struggle for a bit and asked if I could help. They basically had 
quit in frustration and walked away. 
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I got one of his waiters and told him the trick was to take the weight of the door off the pins by 
pushing in and then lifting up. I demonstrated and it worked. They were amazed that the three of 
them could not do it and I was able to do it by myself. Then he did one. He said, “This requires 
more brains than brawn, huh! I said, “Something like that.” After he got all four doors off and 
stored I ordered a beer. It was really cold and tasted good. 


It was now 7:30 PM and no Eric. I was pretty hungry. The owner said there was no food served 
there. I decided to go to Ballantine’s and eat something. There I met Beverly and Doug Chappina 
from Massapequa, L.I. NY. He is a former NYPD cop. This is a small world indeed. I recognized 
his Long Island accent immediately. I knew he was from the south shore as well by the twang in 
his speech. We recounted our tales of adventure of the day that were punctuated with laughter. 
The word spread like wild fire about the class doing the Macarena in morning formation. We 
certainly have had our share of laughter today. 


Somehow, we got to playing the kids game of ROCK, SICSSORS, PAPER at the table. The 
locals were really impressed with the game and watched intently. Finally, I said, “I need to go 
and paid my bill and head on back to the ranch.” I walked back to headquarters and got the duty 
driver to take me back up to Dragadon. I tried tempting the driver to do the Dragadon steps in 
13.2 seconds or less for 100 DM. No luck! I was tired but forced myself to write this log. I 
stayed away from using the Internet, as there was an “I love You Virus” on the loose and causing 
havoc all over the world. The server at headquarters already had it I was told. I have three files 
to send you but it will have to wait until tomorrow. I will use the Internet café across the street 
when I get back from school around 1 PM, hopefully with a vehicle to get to Skopje for my trip 
“HOME”. 


Andy and Herb returned and we talked for a while about some of the loose ends that needed 
follow up. I think the Sudafed is making me sleepy as well as thirsty. The list included the 
certificates for Instructor Development, the incoming WEEFOR patches, and price for the 
French toast breakfast, and most importantly a vehicle to get to Skopje. 


I made a point of retelling Herb the story about the power plant being on its last legs for the 
coming winter and he better find a place with a generator or talk the landlord into buying one. It 
was not a problem for Andy as he would be out of here in August. I got that bit of bad news from 
the CIVPOL cop from the State of Washington. He was the one who gave the tip on where to 
buy PearSnapples. He told me he knew the engineer that runs the power plant. It’s all 
secondhand information but somehow, I didn’t doubt what he was saying based upon the power 
plants performance. 


Herb said he would exchange all my Deutschmark for U.S. greenbacks tomorrow at KFOR on 
the hill. I gave him the envelope with all the money in it as he headed for his bedroom. He came 
back and was waiting for Andy to discover the prescription bottle we had prepared earlier. No 
luck! Herb played on my laptop and I periodically peered out of my bedroom door to see what 
Andy was doing next door. We kept our conversation going not to arouse suspicion. Andy went 
to the bathroom and I went into his bedroom and moved the bottle from under his pillow to the 
closet where he just took some toothpaste. I figured he would return it to the same location. 
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Sure enough it worked. We watched him read the label on the bottle very slowly but his back 
was turned so we couldn’t see his face. I was poised with my camera and waited for him to turn 
around. I heard him say, “Those sons of bitches!” 
He turned, and I fired! We all got a good laugh and 
finally went to bed. Everyone but me; I am still 
taping on this laptop. It’s now 11:40 PM I think I 
need to quit. I had enough laughs for one day. I 
think we made history again today with our 
American humor. 


Obviously, I am feeling better today. The drugs 
worked. However, I still have this incessant cough 
and I don’t think that will leave until I get the hell 
out of the country. 


Say, there is one more thing. There is an 
unexplained message on the cell phone that a call 
was received but no one recognized the number. 
So, I cleared it. Could that have, been you? Maybe 
it was a wrong number. 





Love Jay 


May 6, 2000 Saturday — Engraving the Buck Knife 
Hi Toots, 


I got your e-mail and the package at Film City today. WOW! We will be having eggs benedict 
tomorrow for Sunday breakfast! I am going out in style! Something for everyone in that box! 
Thanks. It’s kind of late to start this log but I will go as far as I can and quit. It’s already 10:45 
PM. We went to KFOR and picked up the mail and had dinner at around 6:30 PM then Herb and 
I took in a movie (Sixth Sense) at the (free) base Starlight Theater. I am doing this all backwards. 
Let’s start the day and be progressive it will make more sense. 


This morning is my last teaching day at KPSS. John caught he 7:30 AM shuttle and I decided to 
have a second cup of coffee with Herb and Andy and go for the 8:30 shuttle. At the breakfast 
table Herb had already cut several slices of bread very uniformly and had them on the table 
before Andy came down. We were sipping coffee etc. and Andy remarked, “Where did you get 
the sliced bread?” Herb says, “If you’re willing to pay and extra Mark it comes already sliced.” 
“No kidding,” says Andy. I said, “The baker has a special knife that cuts several slices at the 
same time.” I proceed to draw him a diagram of this fictions knife. Sliced bread is considered a 
luxury here. John plays right along and tells Andy that he only does it on weekends. We leave it 
at that! John leaves to catch the shuttle and I worked on a second cup of coffee and noted the day 
on my pillbox as Saturday. I flaunted it under Herb’s nose to let him know I was really getting to 
be a short timer. Herb said, “We still have no vehicle to get to Skopje on Monday. I will try 
again today.” 
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I headed for the Dragadon Steps and made the base in record time. As I was headed up the street 
to the OSCE building, a green van pulls up the door slides open and a recruit says get in. I didn’t 
recognize any of them. Then I saw the LA in the back that supplied me with the Macarena. They 
wanted me to sit in the front seat and I said no I will get in back its fine. In the process of people 
jumping in and out, the door of the van slammed on my right hand. I saw stars! Boy that hurt! 
The driver immediately drove around the corner and in a flash had a bag if ice for my hand. It 
made a world of difference. All my knuckles were swollen instantly! They were apologizing all 
over the place. I told them not to worry about it and to get going. On the way to school, they 
were telling me through the LA that my class was famous and that all the previous graduates 
throughout Pristina and the rest of Kosovo heard about what happened in the formation yesterday 
and are talking about it. They are calling our class brave for doing what they did because they 
know Dunkin is such a hard nose. They loved it. The driver went on to say that my class Captain, 
Esat Mulaj approached Dunkin, and told him off. “What kind of policeman are you anyway? 
You blow up like in front of all those people and embarrass yourself. You should have had the 
rest of the formation join in a little fun. It was not meant to offend you personally.” Well, that 
took a lot of courage I said to myself and I couldn’t believe my ears when I heard it. I had the LA 
tell me again to make sure I didn’t misunderstand what he said. Here is a person of leadership I 
said to myself and made a mental note to tell Eric to get him on the fast track for an 
administrative position. He definitely deserved to be class Captain. 


They drove the van right up to the front door of the school and held the door closed until they all 
got out and assembled in front. They then opened the door and saluted me as I got out. They had 
smiles from ear to ear. I was impressed that another class other than my own was honoring me. I 
returned a smart Marine Corps salute and added the Roger Rabbit sign and they all laughed and 
applauded as I went on my way toward the front door. That set the tone for the day. The class is 
regarded as heroes and I was very proud of them. I looked up as I headed for the front door and 
could see about half of my class in the windows smiling and laughing returning the Roger Rabbit 
sign. They were hyped! I decided I better go see the Director, Steve Bennett and see how bad the 
damage was after all this. I got in his office and he stopped me before I said a word and said,” In 
a country where the people here have little to laugh about a little humor is necessary. What you 
did was great for moral and the only complaint I have is I missed it.” That blew my socks off. He 
said, “It is a shame Dunkin took it personal and I know it was not meant to be personal. But that’s 
Dunkin.” Would you like a copy of the video tape, I asked?” He replied, “Sure would.” “He said, 
“You gave them memories that will last a life time.” I said, “Case closed, I got go each my last 
class.” He shook my hand as I left. I was feeling a lot better after I left his office knowing that 
there would be no reprisals against the class. I stopped in to see Paul to get the digital camera as 
promised to take some last-minute shots of the class. Outside I stopped to talk to Beverly and Eric 
having a smoke and repeated the conversation I just had with Bennett. She was elated and Eric 
was stunned! “This man is very human, “Eric said. Beverly mentioned that she had asked Jon 
Louie, Dunkin’s replacement to have the class show respect and honor to Dunkin by having them 
salute him from the heart. I said, “That’s not a good idea because it then acknowledges that the 
act was personal and I don’t want that.” She said, “I never thought of it like that until now but 
your right.” I spoke to Jon Louie and he agreed with me and cancelled the idea right then and 
there. The morning formation went down without incident and Eric and I went to work on 
teaching community policing. I took more photos during the class. 
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On the break I got in a conversation with Eric about this potential position to fill Brad Smith’s 
spot. He is worried about it and not too anxious to give up teaching. He was told it had to be a 
Frenchman; it was a political move. He wasn’t comfortable about this move and may decide not 
to accept it if offered officially. I told him he needed to talk to Brad over lunch real soon about 
this position. The class returned from their break and the class Captain made a speech thanking 
me for all I have done for them. “You are the best instructor in the school and we are fortunate 
in having you.” Followed by more applause. I was getting embarrassed at this point. Yet another 
student asked to speak and I acknowledged him and he gave a short speech and ended it by 
telling me that I had a home with 28 Albanian police officers and he knew he spoke for the 
entire class in saying that. They applauded again. That took away my breath and I almost 
couldn’t talk. I told them that their class picture would hang in a place of honor in my home and 
I will be with them in spirit on graduation day and that they should be very proud of their 
accomplishment, as they are a part of history in the making. They all applauded and Eric gave 
me a big French hug and told me he would miss me. I said, "Roger Rabbit would miss all of 
you." Finally, I told them that upon graduation they would become police officers, entering an 
honorable profession, and 
become part of a sacred 
brotherhood in which 
they will be afforded 
professional courtesy 
around the world. 


Eric dismissed the class 
and I shook the hand of 
every single one of them 
as they exited the door. I 
will remember this day for 
a very long time to come 
Toots. I have no doubt 
they will rank number one 
on graduation day because 
they have already set the 
standard of excellence for 
themselves. They know that everyone will be watching them. I have indeed left my fingerprints 
here in Kosovo. Wow, what a day and its only noon. 





Eric gave me a ride back to the ranch and took additional passengers as well. Most everyone 
wanted to be dropped off at headquarters with the exception of Martha. “Hay Martha, why don’t 
you stop in my place for a cold vegetarian beer,” I asked? She replied, “No thanks, can I get a 
rain check?” “Sure can,” I said. We all got a laugh out of that one, including Martha. We got 
stuck in traffic about half way back. Someone said they are demonstrating again. Eric back 
tracked a bit and took a different route to get us into the city. Everyone was glad to jump out at 
headquarters. Then we dropped Martha and made our way to the ranch. I got out and Eric also 
got out and he again gave me a big hug and looked me in the eye and spoke softly and said, 
“You, my friend, I will miss very much, we must keep in touch. 
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I am planning to come to the states soon after this mission to bike across America and I will look 
you up.” He handed me some French National Police patches. I told him when the time came to 
contact me with e-mail and I will put him in touch with the Blue Knights of the Nassau County 
Police Department and assured him he would be treated like royalty when he came to my home. 
We shook hands and we parted. I watched him drive off in the Pajaro from high on the steps of 
the ranch and hoped it would come true. Eric is a very sincere and warm individual. I must send 
him a patch as soon as I get home. 


There was no one at the ranch 
so I took my disk to the 
Internet café and took care of 
all my e-mails. When I 
returned Andy and Herb were 
back from KFOR lounging on 
the balcony in the new plastic 
patio furniture. John was there 
too. He said he had no luck in 

getting a vehicle. We chatted 
over today’s events and I 
= recounted everything that had 
happened today. They told me 
_ about the kid over the Internet 
_ Café who in the course of 
_ conversation expressed an 

aieineiiian ca SLT : interest in police work. He was 
a computer engineer and giving it some donehih fis was really impressed when he learned about 
Andy’ ring. It was from the FBI Academy. We gave some thought to the idea of promoting 
Roger Rabbit to an FBI agent as it might have more clout. We laughed some more. 
a 

Herb broke out some ice cream and we continued our Pe 
conversation on the balcony. Then we started planning = 
our strategy for tomorrow. Once that was done, I asked 
Andy if he wanted to see the stonecutter at work. “Let’s 
go,” He said. Herb went to read his novel and off we 
went on foot to the cemetery. On the way, I told Andy I 
had another reason for going and it was to get my buck 
knife engraved with Herbs name, WEEFOR, and date it. 
I was going to give it to Herb before I left without him - 
knowing it. I planned to exchange it on his belt while he ae | SYERARGL 
did his beautification process in the morning. He really ™ 3 age » 
liked it a lot and it was a unique knife because it had two “A 
blades, the second one for cutting bone. He kept trying 
to con me out of it ever since he saw it. He hasn’t 
mentioned it in a long time and I guess he has given up 
on it. 
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I was getting frustrated because I could never go anywhere without him being with me and could 
not get it done or find a place to do it. This was the perfect opportunity. He thought that was a 
great idea. We arrived at the stonecutters hut and explained to him what I wanted but he showed 
me his tool and shook his head no he could not do it. I realized it was the wrong type of tool to 
do the job. Andy watched him intently as he was doing a stone. He was an artist all right, 
working only from a photograph. It was outstanding work. We decided to walk downtown and 
see if we could find a jewelry store. Andy said there was a watch store that might have the 
engraving tool near SAIC. 


Upon arrival, the owner said no but redirected us to another store on Mother Theresa Blvd. It 
was open but they couldn’t do it, as the man who does engraving would not be in until Monday. 
She said it would cost about 40 DM and told us of another place that could do it and started to 
physically walk us over. I said, “What about your ice cream, it will melt?” She said it was OK 
and not to worry the place is only a few doors down. She told us the owner should be back by 5 
PM. I thanked her for being so kind to walk us over. It was closed so we waited a bit then we 
went to have a cappuccino across the street while keeping one eye on the place. It was over 
coffee that I confessed to Andy there was no special bread knife. I made the whole thing up. He 
laughed and shook his head; “We are going to miss you around here!” It was now 5:30 PM and 
the watchmaker never showed up. We grabbed a cab to Dragadon. First, we tried a diesel 
Mercedes but he said 10 DM and we laughed and took the taxi in front of him. Gads it was a 
rattle trap. This was a terrible cab and the guy did not understand anything we said except stop! 
We almost got to the ranch and met Herb walking down the street and we hailed him. We told 
the driver to take us to KFOR, he didn’t understand so we just got out and paid the bill and 
walked from there. During dinner Andy struck up a conversation with a Carbinieri soldier named 
Renaldo. I didn’t get his last name but he was going to give a business card to Andy later. He 
was married to an American who lived in California who owned and raced quarter horses. He is 
trying to get into the LAPD so he will have a job, as he is afraid he will not be skilled in any 
other areas and doesn’t want t to rely on his wife for support. We talked with him for a long time 
and he told us he had been to Medugorje and suggested a different route to take that would be 
closer and quicker. He offered to take us to his headquarters in his vehicle for some wine and 
meet his commander. Herb and I declined, as we wanted to see the movie Sixth Sense. It was the 
first time we ever went to a movie since we have been here. The military does have some nice 
fringe benefits. I picked up your package at the post office and we caught the 8 o’clock movie. It 
was very good. We must see it together when I get home. 


We walked back to the ranch and shortly thereafter, Andy appeared. He told us all about this 
Italian and we were very impressed. Andy noted that the entire place was staffed by Italian’s 
including the cooks. They had real cappuccino and some Sambuca together. We are welcome to 
come any time. Andy said the food smelled wonderful. We asked him about the trouble in 
Mitrovica last week and if he could authenticate the fact that the French KFOR drove off and left 
the UMNIK CIVPOL police to fend for themselves while under attack from the Serbians. They 
burned 28 cars and injured a lot of police. The US sent in a battalion and restored order. 

He said all this was true but could not speak for the French. We had told him we got that from a 
very stressed out American CIVPOL officer. Anyway, Andy said Renaldo would take us to 
Medugorje if we wanted to go. What a great contact! I guess I will miss that trip. However, I will 
put in an order for Rosary beads. 
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We finally broke up the conversation and I put all the goodies away and went to my room to start 
this log. It’s almost midnight! I feel like some sort of mad scientist working on a secret formula 
in the middle of the night. Egor, more juice! 


May 7, 2000 Sunday — Breakfast at Tiffany’s 


P= Pi. It is a beautiful 


morning and we 
started the day with an 
outstanding breakfast. 
Today we were all up 
at 7 PM and I did the 
honors with eggs 

. benedict! It was better 
than “Breakfast at 
Tiffany’s Wow, it was 
great! The Hazel nut 
coffee was 
outstanding! I made 
sure we had a photo of 
this event, as I don’t 
think anyone would 
believe it. We didn’t feel guilty at all either and enjoyed every bit of it too! John took the 
pictures. At breakfast I had John write down everything about grandfather clocks that I should 
know about buying them. He owned a grandfather clock shop and ran it with his wife for several 
years after his retirement. He even gave me diagrams and all. I will look into that when I get 
home. 





This will probably be the last log file on the computer until I get home. I really need to give this 
laptop to Andy. It’s his now. I am sure he will make good use of it too. 


We will use today to cover the loose ends and pack the remaining goodies up, check my to-do 
list for any late entries, settle up any money matters, etc. 


Andy and I plan to keep Herb busy on Monday morning doing something so one of us can go to 
the clock shop and get the knife engraved. And at the same time get a vehicle from the school. 
So far so good! Let me close for now. It’s 10:30 AM. I will see you very soon now. All is well. 
That’s a wrap! 


I can hardly wait to see you. 


Love, Jay 





WEEFOR Page 241 


I am back with an update. Herb is sick. He said he had not been feeling well since last night after 
dinner at KFOR. He thinks it’s the salad he ate. We loaded him up on drugs and he went to bed. 
John went to write on his computer and Andy and I went out on the balcony to relax in the 
afternoon sun. It was almost 2 PM when Herb became alive. We had authentic Vienna Strudel 
made by Rudy’s 84-year-old grandmother. This was Andy’s tour guide in Vienna. It was 
outstanding. Andy made coffee and we had a second piece of strudel. I told Herb if he wasn’t up 
to the trip tomorrow not to go it would be OK. He said he would be all right by tomorrow. Herb 
went back to bed and Andy and I tried the Internet Café again. It was now 3 PM. No luck! We 
guess it will be more like after dinner before the Internet Café is up and running again. I have not 
been able show Andy how to send an attached a file. We will try later. 


I think its naptime! It’s now 6 PM and I think I will try to make chili for the boys before I leave. 
They love homemade chili! That way they don’t have to cook for at least a day or two. I better 


get on it! See you very soon. = 


Love Jay 


Erie Pinto & Spider 





May 8, 2000 Monday — Next Stop, Alexander Palace Hotel, Skopje 


It was around 6 AM when I went to make the 
coffee and found John already in the kitchen 
making salami and blue cheese sandwiches for 
his lunch. John and I sat at the kitchen table 
making small talk and he told me how he envied 
me going home and wished me luck. I thanked 
him as he headed down the steps toward the front 
door. He was about to make the trek down the 
Dragadon Steps one more time. John is always in 
a hurry and he likes to be early. The shuttle 
wasn’t until 7:30 AM but that’s John. It was a 
shallow goodbye but that was OK and more than 
I expected, as I don’t think I deserved any at all. 
I was pretty hard on John. We always worried 
about his health and all agreed he really shouldn’t be here, especially without good medical 
facilities. 








WEEFOR Page 242 


We were all kind of short with him at times and found ourselves looking over our shoulder to 
make sure he was OK. However, on the positive side, it can be said that John had to be one of the 
original straight arrows in the world and an altar boy to boot! He was as honest as the day is long 
and gentle as a summer breeze. His father was a truck driver and I guess that’s why he liked to 
drive all the time and made a good Minister of Transportation for the WEEFOR. John had raised 
seven children and they all sound very successful. John is now a 68-year-old widower living 
alone in a townhouse in New Port Beach who had found a way to beat the taxes by coming to 
Kosovo. 


Well, in the course of our table talk John made it known that he would not be able to join the 
rest of the WEEFOR in Skopje for the farewell party. He had to work that day. I am not sure if I 
was disappointed or not at the comment. He scampered out the front door before I had a chance 
to really think about it. 


Herb was next to hit the coffee pot and still with cup in hand was surprised to know that John 
was already gone. Finally, Andy arrived at the coffee pot and we all sat down to a relaxing light 
breakfast. It was time to turn over my sleeping bag to Herb. I really hated to part with it, as it was 
so comfortable. Herb exchanged it for the American flag patches and the videotapes I was to 
bring home to make copies for all the WEEFOR. I was to buy them Banana Republic vests and a 
couple of LED flashlights the same as mine when I got back. Finally, I turned over the coveted 
Major Roger Rabbit clipboard to Herb. Herb was all smiles about receiving the gift. Herb had 
finished breakfast and was feeling pretty chipper now so he decided to chase down Sigmund for 
a ride to school so he could seek out a Pajaro for our trip to Skopje. 


It was now 8 AM and Andy and I scrambled down the Dragadon steps to the watchmaker on 
Mother Theresa Boulevard in Pristina. It seemed like we were waiting forever for the shop to 
open. Finally, it opened around 9:20 AM but he couldn’t get anyone to do the engraving. We 
were getting anxious now. We went to another shop a few doors up the street. It was a hard 
bargain to get him to commit to completing the engraving by 11 AM that day. It was double the 
cost too, 80DM! It was about $40 dollars. 


I was so frustrated at this point I didn’t care, “Just do it!” I told him. We left in a hurry and 
caught a shuttle back to the WEEFOR ranch. Herb was there with a Pajaro sure as the sun rises 
in the morning. We double-checked everything before we began our trip to the border. 


I told Herb I needed to pick up my watch at the jeweler’s in town before we hit the road. He 
commented that we needed to pick up some bottled water as well. I threw in my suitcase along 
with my carry-on bag and we were off! Andy and I made a mad dash down to the OSCE 
basement to retrieve 6 packs of bottled water while Herb drove very slowly down the street in a 
traffic jam. The idea was to get back to the Pajaro before Herb reached the end of the street in 
front of the building. We didn’t make it. He doubled parked to wait for us and we found him 
being chewed out by the CIVPOL cops. We just entered the vehicle and ignored the verbal attack 
on Herb. He eventually made peace with the cop and we were on our way. This was probably the 
only time they ever tried to enforce the law. The new one-way street regulations were now in 
effect and they were desperately trying to get drivers to comply particularly at the intersection in 
front of OSCE headquarters, as it was the only working traffic light in the entire city. 
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It formerly was a two-way street. This new doctrine was effective on Sunday but no one was 
paying any attention to it. So, outcome the CIVPOL to the rescue. What a mess! 


Next stop, the clock shop! Andy suggested that we park on a side street off of Mother Theresa 
Boulevard and let me hop out and retrieve the “watch”. The knife was ready and I took a quick 
look at it and it appeared to be OK. As the pressure was on to get going I paid for the engraving 
and gave the shopkeeper a generous tip for being on time that is a real problem for them and 
trotted back to the Pajaro now waving my watch as I approached the vehicle giving the OK sign. 
I jumped in the front seat and we were off! I managed to slip the knife to Andy in the back seat 
so he could have a look at it. It eventually came back and I slipped it into my case without 
Herb’s knowledge. 


We reached the boarder and Andy jumped out to start the visa process and I happened to notice a 
soldier with a dog. Andy’s passion is dogs, having been a dog handler in the Air Force as well as 
in the police department; I thought I better get a shot of this for his collection. I was politely told 
no pictures. However, I did manage to get two shots off, as he said no. Andy asked later after we 
crossed the border, “Did you get any shots?” You bet, I said! “Roger Rabbit does it again.” 


We arrived at the Alexander Palace Hotel at about 1 PM. Our luncheon was scheduled for 2 PM 
so with time to spare we decided to head to Vero’s supermarket next to a McDonalds to do some 
food shopping. It was then I had a chance to really look at the engraving, “Oh no”, they spelled 
my name wrong! TAY, what a disaster. I grabbed Andy to tell him of this catastrophic blunder. I 
told him to keep Herb busy and I would find some place in the city to fix the problem. I made the 
excuse I wanted to get something to bring home for my wife. I asked the key maker in the 
supermarket for some help and he gave me some directions. I didn’t understand him to well so I 
went to the service desk and found the girl we usually deal with who could speak English and got 
directions from her. We all piled in the Pajaro and Herb commented, “If I am out of line here tell 
me but didn’t you already put something in that purse you got from Paris?” 


I said, “Yes but this is something special my wife wanted.” Well, with that Herb said, “OK, let’s 
go!” We couldn’t find the store as easily as they described and decided to stop and ask for further 
directions. By chance we pulled into an OSCE parking lot and asked directions and also learned 
this was in fact the location of the transport office. What luck! 


The attendant said in English, “Yes, the transport office is in that building, pointing to the 
building next to us, go to room 111.” I decided I might as well take advantage of the situation 
and insure I had a ride to the airport in the morning. “No problem we have you in the computer”, 
the clerk said. The system works, what a relief! 


It was getting close to 2 PM and I made a command decision to skip the jewelry store. I looked 
at Andy and said, “I guess we will have to go with what we have.” Herb looked at us kind of 
funny and dismissed the comment while continuing to drive back to the hotel. 





WEEFOR Page 244 


Finally, we were seated on the patio, placed our order and sat back and relaxed with a cool gin 
and tonic! I nodded to Andy, who 
reached for his trusty camera. I undid my 
belt and slid the case off and placed it on 
the table and said, “Herb this is yours.” 
What are you doing,” he said? He opened 
the case and didn’t notice the engraving 
at first and said, “No, this knife is yours.” 
I said, “Look again Herb.” He then saw 
his name on the brass handle and took the 
knife out of the case to see the rest. His 
eyes filled with tears of joy and Andy 
shot pictures all over the place. 

This tough old Marine tried not to show 
his emotions but wasn’t doing too well. . 
He was at a total loss for words. I knew he would always be my friend and this was something 
special between us. I tried to calm the emotions that were running wild at this point by starting to 
complain, “Hay, do you know how hard this was to do; you’re a pain in the ass!” Then I told 
him about the misspelling and the trip to the jeweler was a ploy to get the knife corrected. I knew 
I had a friend for life it didn’t have to be said. I could feel it right down to my toes. I guess we 
will all remember this day for a long time to come. 
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I jumped into the empty chair on the opposite side of the table next to Andy and had herb take a 
few more photos. We even got the waiter to take some pictures of us eating our lobster dinner. 
This would be our last time together. We toasted the WEEFOR one last time. They will both be 
lifelong friends I thought to myself. I can’t believe I had to come 4,000 miles from the civilized 
world to find friends like this. 

For me to be close to anyone is major feat. It was obviously very difficult for all of us to 
maintain our macho composure during this very emotional event. This is a day that I will 
treasure, I am sure they will too. 
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We continued with 
another round of 
drinks and enjoyed 
our shrimp cocktail 
and then the lobster, 
broccoli and 
browned potatoes 
arrived. The lobster 
was not a variety we 
were accustom to, as 
it did not have the 
large claws like the 
Maine lobsters and 
had a very different 
taste as well. Bottom 
line, it was a great 
treat for all of us and 


we enjoyed every last bite too. We had stuffed ourselves and yet found room for desert, Tia 


Maria Parfait and coffee. 





Naturally the waiter never heard of it so I had to explain to 
him how to make it. It was quite simple, just vanilla ice 
cream with Tia Maria poured on top and covered with 
whipped cream. They served the Tia Maria on the side, as 
they didn’t quite understand English. 


We joked around for a while and then I decided I would 
like the lobster tools as a souvenir and took two of them. 
We finally left the dinner table and made our way from 
the patio to the Internet room on the other side of the hotel 
where I instructed Andy one more time on how to send an 
attached file from a disk. He did it twice and got it! I then 
managed to send you this log file and at the same time 
received a download from Jessie Nation. It was her final 
position paper. 

It was strange using AOL after being away from it so 
long. I really never liked Hotmail. 


We all went up to my room; 411 and it was very nice. We 
enjoyed the balcony and watched the sunset for a while 
making small talk. Although this was a 5-star hotel, it was 


still no comparison to an American 5-star hotel but it was far better than anything we had seen in 
Europe. The biggest treat was a real nice bathroom with a shower. 
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It sort of mellowed down as we leaned over the railing on the balcony as we were dreading the 
moment of goodbye and didn’t know how to do it. Finally, Herb piped up and did what no one 
else wanted to do. He turned to Andy and said, “Well its 6:30 PM Partner, what do you say we 
hit the road?” We all returned to the lobby and the manager approached us and asked about the 
lobster tools. We all denied having them. Herb went back to the room to use the bathroom before 
hitting the road and we told the manager we would ask him if he had seen them. 


We walked out to the Pajaro and made our goodbyes. It was very difficult for all of us and I 
almost lost it when Andy said, “I love yah Man!” Herb said, “This is your last chance to change 
your mind.” They asked that I e-mail them upon arrival in Philadelphia. I watched them drive off 
until I could no longer see the taillights. I was numb all over and frozen in my tracks. I just stood 
there for a long time as the reality of going home hit me and I could feel the salty tears rolling 
down on my cheeks and getting caught in the corner of my mouth. There was an empty feeling in 
my gut and it took me some time to recover and return to the lobby. “Damn I will miss them!” 


I went to the manager and told him I found the lobster tools in my room and would bring them 
down. A change of heart, not really as I knew it wasn’t right. I was going back to the civilized 
world now and would have to play by the rules and I might as well start now. Besides, I didn’t 
want those who come after me to have any repercussions at this fine hotel. I later decided to e- 
mail them from home and tell them of my change of heart so they would not have any qualms 
about going there again. It was a Sunday treat that I didn't want to jeopardize for them. 


I returned the lobster tools to the manager and we chatted a while and I actually gained his 
respect as a result. It was an unexpected development and we parted friends. 


So naturally, the first thing I did was head to the shower! Boy that was good! It was a long hot 
shower too. The Kosovo crud was going down the drain at last. I decided to take advantage of 
some of the amenities the room had to offer. I watched TV in English; the refrigerator was fully 
stocked and expensive but I didn’t care! I just pampered myself until around 8:30 PM and went 
to have a snack in the dining room. I really wasn’t hungry but I knew there would be no time for 
breakfast, as I would be leaving at 5:30 in the morning. Yes, a salad that was safe to eat and 
some barbecue chicken with some vegetables was very nice! 


Back in my room I began to get organized for my early departure and panic set in! I couldn’t find 
my passport. I spent a half hour searching through everything more than once. 

I then got dressed and went to check at the front desk. Low and behold, they had it! It must have 
dropped out on to the floor when I reached in my pocket to pay the bill at dinner. I was really 
relieved to get my paws on that document. This time I put everything in my Banana Republic 
inside zipper pocket (airline tickets, money and passport) for safekeeping. 


It was now 11 PM and CNN was still going strong but I was winding down. The major news was 
a counter proposal by Microsoft not to breakup the company. Well I put in an early call at the 
front desk just to be safe and went to bed. I reflected on the events of the day and concluded I 
was very lucky to have made such good friends in this bazaar place called Kosovo. I learned the 
value of humor and to appreciate the USA despite all its faults. 
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I will treasure these memories that will last a lifetime and the unique fact that the WEEFOR is 
now a part of Kosovo history in the making. I don’t know what I will do with all these log files 
just yet but I did find myself rereading them from time to time reliving the memories of some of 
the most incredible events in my life. At the moment my intent is to share them with family and 
friends, as well as my colleagues at the college and my CJS260 students. Teaching an on-line 
class from Kosovo to students at MCCC in Pennsylvania has got to be a first! In any event, the 
memories are indelible and the friends I have made are for life. I can't describe the feelings I 
have at this moment; there are no words for it. I am just totally overwhelmed by it all. It is almost 
like a Salvador Dahally painting, very surrealistic! I guess when I hold you close and touch you I 
will know for sure that I am back in the real world and life will go on. This is one of those 
moments I wish I could hug you and tell you I love you deeply. I better get some sleep it is 
already 11:20PM; smile I will be home soon! 


Love, Jay 


May 9, 2000 Tuesday 
— Launch Time 


I was up at 4:30 AM, 
dressed and checked 
out standing out in 
front of the hotel by 5 
AM. Iam not too 
anxious! It was still 
dark out as I waited for 
the OSCE 
transportation, and the 
smell of hot bread 
from the delivery truck 
permeated the air. 

I noticed a junkyard 
dog skulking around = 
hoping to get a free meal but without success. The driver ignored the dog arid chased it off. The 
sky was turning pale pink and there was a chill in the air. The hotel lights outside were still on 
and I decided to take a picture for my album. 





I sat on the steps wondering what the boys might be doing at this time of the morning. Andy 
would be cutting trees down all over his bedroom. “Timex”, the dog across the street, would still 
be barking making Herb frantic. John might be in the shower making a mess of the place or in 
the kitchen making Panther Piss coffee. Actually, they should all be in bed! As for me I woke up 
coughing from the Kosovo crud! I could hear the wheezing in my chest and wondered how long 
it would take to clear this up after I got home. 
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It was getting lighter now and the bread truck rolled on out of the driveway leaving a very 
disappointed junkyard dog behind. I better put this log away and concentrate on getting to the 
airport and having all my paperwork handy. They never make anything easy here. In short, the 
Balkans has a long way to go toward improving the quality of life. The Balkans’ are centuries 
older than the United States and they should be the world leaders. Instead, they rather spend their 
time fighting wars that last centuries. As long as they continue in this vane they will always be 
poor and have nothing. They just don’t get it and probably never will. They live like second-class 
citizens and don’t care. It’s so sad that they live in such crude conditions. The one thing that 
really grates on me is that they are a damn rude people! But one must remember they were never 
taught manners and lived under communist rule for a very long time. 


It’s 5:15 AM and here comes the OSCE Pajaro number 182 as promised. I can’t believe it! A 
quick 20-minute ride and we were at the airport. 


I was third on line but by the time the attendant arrived I was about number 15. It never ceases to 
amaze me how rude these people can be. They have no room to be critical of Americans. They 
just jump in the front of the line and think nothing of it and no one says a word. I was finally 
next in line when out of the blue walks up a man and his young son in front of me with their 
luggage. That was about as much as I could stand of this nonsense. “Excuse me, do you have a 
problem getting in line like everyone else,” I asked? He then plays stupid and asks me if I speak 
German, in German. “No English’, he remarks. I said, “Don’t give me that crap; you understand 
every word I am saying. I am next and you will just have to wait your turn. You don’t want me 
to create a scene here and embarrass you in front of your son now, do you?” In English, he says, 
“Your next” and motions for me to go ahead of him. Now he was insisting I go next. I said, 
“Thank you”, and I did in fact get my luggage on the scale next as intended. 


I concluded he must be German since the flight was to Zurich. But many Albanians speak 
German. They learn it from watching TV. I really didn’t care. It was just that he was so 
aggressive and thought he could get away with jumping in front of me without so much as an 
excuse me please. I felt someone had to put him in his place in the manners department; enough 
was enough. I think everyone else on that line was glad too. 


At 8:21 AM lift off was achieved and we were airborne. We were 50 minutes late because of 
early morning fog. I had boarded last as I didn’t want to put up with anymore of the locals. The 
plane was half full and I sat in the last row by a window. The plane had hardly gotten off the 
ground when I found myself gagging from all the cigarette smoke. To add insult to injury, the 
fellow smoking in front of me smelled so badly from not showering I had to change my seat. I 
think Albanians are allergic to water or something. They never take showers. Lunch was some 
sort of weird cheese sandwich and a coke. Then came the coffee cart but I knew better not to 
have any. It is worse than John’s “Panther Piss” and they don’t have any sugar to kill the taste. 
Yet, but another example of poor European standards to add to my knowledge base. 


Two rows up from me I noticed someone wearing a KFOR baseball hat and wondered if he was 
American. My mind wandered back to thinking about the WEEFOR and what they were doing. I 
wondered how long it would take for them to find the envelopes I left. 
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They contained a short note and a religious medal (St. Jude) for insurance. Although Herb was 
Protestant, I didn’t think he would mind, and I felt sure he would understand the spirit in which it 
was meant. I didn’t want to give it to them in person, as I was afraid I might lose it. I had grown 
fond of these guys more than I realized. I am getting a little glassy eyed here and have to stop 
because I can’t see the damn page anymore. Its only 9 AM this is terrible. It’s the cigarette 
smoke; another woman came all the way to back of the aircraft to smoke in front of me. Just 
can’t win! She looks like a good cancer candidate to me. She can even chew gum and smoke at 
the same time, what a feat! She was a real class act. 


It is 11 AM and I am here in Zurich at the gate waiting for an attendant to show up so I can 
upgrade my ticket to first class to JFK in New York. The flight out is not until 1:50 PM. I have a 
long wait. No change in time zones so far. 


I got to thinking about where my other Buck knife was at home. I like to get it engraved for 
Andy to match Herb’s. I think he would like that. I felt bad I had no gift for him before I left. 
There wasn’t anything worthy in Pristina or Kosovo for that matter, to match what I had given to 
Herb. I thought to myself, “Revering will probably not fit on the knife handle.” His initials will 
have to do. Boy, I sure have a lot to do when I get home. 


Well this is the longest leg of the journey and I intend to be comfortable and go in style. I can 
still recall the nightmare on flying from JFK to Vienna when this all began on February 19"; the 
guy in front of me who had his seat in the reclining position all the way over to Vienna for 8 
hours. I couldn’t even eat my meals in comfort. 

It was the worst flight I ever had in my life. That was my first taste of European rudeness, only I 
didn’t know it then. I was naive and chalked it up to ignorance instead. I learned better. 


I noted that security was tight at the airport and the airport police carried automatic weapons. I 
thought to myself, “This would be offensive at American airports and the public would not stand 
for it.” They used a very sensitive wand and were very strict about what they were doing. They 
asked me to give them my Gerber knife that was in my bag and they would pack it and send it 
separately. I wasn’t too happy about that but had no choice. I must remember to tell Herb not to 
pack his knife in any carry-on luggage or on his belt. 


I did the customs check while still waiting for a ticket agent. I miss my laptop already! Maybe I 
will read for a while. 


It was 12:30 PM when a Delta agent finally showed up. The departure time was still 1:50 PM. 
The agent began processing my upgrade at the counter. They would only accept credit cards or 
U.S. Dollars. I found that to be kind of odd, as only an hour ago I bought a coke and a bag of 
peanuts and paid for them in DM’s. It was a bit of a hassle because the agent didn’t have any 
change. I finally came up with the exact amount of $365.00. Then came the wait for the actual 
ticket and a receipt for the money. They were being processed at a different location and to be 
sent via a vacuum tube to the agent at the desk. It was taking forever! Everyone was boarded but 
me! I was now getting nervous. Finally, the agent said, “Here take this boarding pass and we will 
wire NY to reissue you a ticket for the rest of the flight to Philadelphia. 
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Give me your fax number and I will send your receipt for the new ticket from here along with a 
copy of the actual ticket.” This didn’t fly with the airport security. “You must have a ticket”, he 
said. The agent managed to work it out with security. I finally got on the plane. AMEN! Then 
much to my surprise there was someone sitting in my seat. It seems like the problems never end. 
Fortunately, first class was only about half full. I told that person in my seat to stay put and I 
would just take another seat. He insisted I have my own and moved to the other side of the 
aircraft. 


No sooner had I plopped down in my lounger type seat than a glass of Champaign and warm nuts 
arrived. At last, a touch of civilization with class! I am about to be pampered all the way to New 
York. In the midst of trying to figure out all the gadgets associated with the seat a very elegant 
menu appeared providing several different choices of entrées all with very fancy sounding 
names. I settled for the fish. The gadgets consisted of several different seating positions 
including one for sleeping and one for landing. You had your very own personal TV to choose 
movies, games, music, etc. and a real time view of your flight with all sorts of statistics while in 
flight. The flip side of the gadget had a cell phone. They left nothing to chance. I had to ask for 
some help on how to find the tray table. I thought one had to go to a special school just learn how 
to use all this stuff. I began to wonder if I had missed any functions. This was just 
overwhelming! Oh, here come the hot towels. The food was endless and very good too. It was 
just short of being on a Caribbean cruise. I had a Bloody Mary for each of the WEEFOR before 
we even got off the ground. I never slept a wink the entire trip. 


There was so much to see and do on this plane. The Green Mile with Tom Hanks was very good. 
There were such obvious differences between American first class and European first class that 
could not be ignored. I recalled my first trip to London back in 1969 and noted things hadn’t 
changed much since then. They just don’t get it! This was a treat well worth the money! 


The eight-hour flight to JFK was uneventful and although we arrived late it didn’t matter, as the 
connecting flight was still an hour and half for me. I exchanged all the Deutschmarks for 
American dollars at Kennedy and that was a rather comforting feeling. No more funny money! I 
then went to Chile’s and had a “real cold beer” before starting on what I knew to be an arduous 
task of getting reissued a ticket to Philadelphia. The first round of ping-pong was a Delta ticket 
agent who referred me to another location that could handle reissuing a ticket. That agent 
referred me back to the first agent after reading the computer message from Zurich. Then I got a 
supervisor who also had the message printed out and he took me back to the first Agent and told 
the man to read the print out carefully and reissue a ticket to Philly. The man read the printout 
and said, “No problem I can do that.” I was amazed. That wasn’t too bad I thought. I was 
reissued the ticket on the spot and thought to myself, “I am actually going home after all!” 
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The little turbo prop was tight, hot and very uncomfortable but it arrived at 7:21 PM on time! It 
was hot and sticky and I felt like a limp dishrag. I made my way across the tarmac and up a flight 
of stairs and there you were waiting with camera in hand. TJ shot a quick photo and I just 
dropped everything and we hugged and kissed for a while. At last the nightmare was over and I 
was home at last. It felt so good to touch and feel you close to me. TJ looked me in the eye and 
said, “You’re not doing this anymore!” “Your right, I said,” let’s go home Toots!” 


In the car I was 
brought up to date on 
all the latest events. 
Karen was due any 
day, and Laura was 
also pregnant again. 
This would make us 
grandparents for the 
third time. I told TJ I 
had so much to do. I 
had to post my 
MCCC students’ 
grades by noon 
tomorrow and there 
was a farewell dinner 
for Judy Gay, the 
Department 
Chairperson on May 
11". I didn’t want to 
miss that. Judy was 
Z someone I admired 

and learned from. Judy was sophisticated and had class and was very good to work for. She will 
be missed by a lot of people. I remember her sharing with me her promotion portfolio so I could 
use it as a ema in sending in my application to Nova Southeastern University for the Ph.D. 

: program. I did in fact get acceptance and I believe it 
was partly due to her influence in my preparation of 
a portfolio. 





Well, the front wheels of the car hit the driveway 
and we were home at last. I unloaded the car and 
was surprised that TJ allowed me in the house. I 
thought for sure she would have me strip in the 
garage and burn all my clothes right there. 
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On the kitchen table were flowers and a card 
leaning on the vase. As I got closer I noticed a 
big bottle of bubble bath oil. I gave TJ a wink 
and asked, “What comes with this bath 011?” 
TJ laughed and said, “You will find out soon 
enough. 


Want some home-made ravioli for dinner?” 
“Let’s eat,” I said. During dinner I told TJ I 
had planned to meet with my CJS students for 
a lunch on this Saturday to share my 
experiences and photos. I wanted to invite the 
boss, Angela, too. She thought that was a great idea. My plate is so full of things to do and yet 
another major event in the making, a graduation party for TJ. She finally completed her Masters 
in Community Health and Education from Beaver College. I will get to see more of her now! 





My son Chris, and Alice were doing most of the behind the scenes work to make it happen. It 
was to be catered so all that was left were the drinks and decorations. 


Before I unpacked, I went to my 
computer and sent e-mail to the 
boys and let them know I was home 
and OK. These were people who 
genuinely cared about me and I was 
compelled to keep my word. Once 
again, I reflected upon the 
experience while tapping out a 
message on the computer and 
wondered if I had made a small 
difference in Kosovo. The reality 
was that the fighting and atrocities 
would resume the moment the 
Americans pulled out of the 
province. All those Albanians occupying Serbian land will always be a bone of ¢ contention. The 
notion of a multicultural police force was a myth and everyone knew it. 

This fragile house of cards would collapse and the brutality would resume until there was only 
“the last man standing.” Had I just trained the next generation of terrorists? I will let history be 
the judge. 





EPUOG 


It will be three weeks tomorrow since I have been home and the WEEFOR has evolved 
somewhat. Herb Cram, Minister of Defense, has beaten a bladder infection and now in charge of 
the firearms group. Andy Revering, Minister of Finance, is toughing it out until August to go 
home. He is planning on coming to stay at my home in September during the International Police 
Association (IPA) conference in Philadelphia. They now have their own “War Wagon” so they 
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can travel at will. It is basically, a rented car from one of the locals. Bill Rowlinson has taken up 
the challenge of being the new High Commissioner of Culinary Arts. However, he is a better 
historian than a cook from what I have been told. The medical equipment donation from AEMC 
was sent to Doctor Martin Enk on the 17th and has been received intact. 

The IPA will advertise in the local and hopefully the national newsletters to support our call for 
supplies in helping the police instructors in Kosovo. The French toast breakfast is in the planning 
stages. We have contacted our US Senators in trying and get access to the American PX at Camp 
Bondsteel for all the Americans in Kosovo. John Coyne, Minister of Transportation, is off to 
Greece interviewing for the new position in Albania. It is anticipated he will be leaving by the 
end of June. He is having second thoughts about it as he has become rather comfortable in doing 
what he is doing in Kosovo. No word from Dennis Ebner, the first Minister of Defense, for over 
a month now. I suspect he is out fishing on the lakes in Spooner, Wisconsin and hasn’t given the 
WEEFOR a second thought. It is good that he is enjoying himself! As for Major Roger Rabbit, 
he has retired from the battlefield and happy to be home and looking forward to starting the 
Ph.D. program. 

The Dean of Academic Affairs at 
MCCC has offered me a mentorship that 
will fulfill the requirement for the 
doctoral program. What a break! 


I am still scrambling in trying to catch 
up on things and get organized. I can 
almost see the desktop now. TJ’s 
graduation party was a success in spite of 
the rain. For Mother’s Day, she got a 
Bose radio, and for graduation, the purse 
from Paris, with the help from Eric 
Pinto. The family chipped in to give her 
trip to California to see the relatives in 
August. Soon to come will be the official 
awarding of the WEEFOR bronze statue 
to Steve Bennett, the Director of the 
KPSS. I am sure he will place it right 
next to the Brits photo of the Queen of 
England. Touché from the WEEFOR! 
There is an American presence in 





Kosovo! 


I received e-mail from Gurdon Ott, the antique dealer, who 

I had not heard from since February 19th during the flight to 
Vienna, the starting point of this adventure. What a 
strange coincidence that I should here from her now at the 

end of my adventure? That was a real surprise. 

It seems that all the loose ends are coming together now. 


Needless to say, I would give anything to be on hand 
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when Herb presents the engraved Buck knife to Andy. I am sure there will be pictures for my 
photo album. 


Last but not least, I completed the circle of friends by sending back a copy of the friendship 
poem with some photos of TJ and myself to Mary in Vushtri. Andy will hand deliver it. She will 
probably never see her husband or brother again. All I can offer her is my heartfelt friendship 
and a prayer of hope. Mary had indeed forgiven me for my blunder. 


It will be interesting to see who actually attends a WEEFOR reunion. One thing sure, this small 
American force has left its fingerprints all over the place in this third world country and is indeed 
a part of history in the making. 


She End 





WEEFOR 
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~ Slobodan MiloSevié 


From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 


Slobodan MiloSevié listen (pronounced 
[slo'bodan mi'lofevit¢]; Serbian Cyrillic: 
Cno6onan Munouiesuh) (PozZarevac, Kingdom of 
Yugoslavia, 20 August 1941 — The Hague, The 
Netherlands, 11 March 2006) was President of 
Serbia and of Yugoslavia. He served as the 
President of Serbia from 1989 to 1997 and then as 
President of the Federal Republic of Yugoslavia 
from 1997 to 2000. He also led Serbia's Socialist 
Party from its foundation in 1990. He was from 
the Vasojeviéi Montenegrin clan. 


He was one of the key figures in the Yugoslav 
wars during the 1990s and Kosovo War in 1999. 
He was indicted in May 1999, during the Kosovo 
War, by the UN's International Criminal Tribunal 
for the Former Yugoslavia for crimes against 

— humanity in Kosovo. Charges of violating the 
laws or customs of war, grave breaches of the 
Geneva Conventions in Croatia and Bosnia and 
genocide in Bosnia were added a year and a half 
later. 


He conceded defeat and resigned after 
demonstrations, following the disputed 
presidential election of October 2000. Within nine 
months of his ousting, he was arrested by security 
forces in Yugoslavia on charges of corruption 
whilst in power, and within a very short time, was 
extradited to stand trial in The Hague. 


At the International Criminal Tribunal for the 
former Yugoslavia, MiloSevié conducted his own 
defense. He died after five years in prison with 
just fifty hours of testimony left before the 
conclusion of the trial. MiloSevié, who began to 
suffer from heart ailments, high blood pressure 
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Slobodan MiloSevié 








Ist President of the Republic of Serbia 
In office 
8 May 1989 — 23 July 1997 
Succeeded by Milan Milutinovic 


3rd President of Federal Republic of 
Yugoslavia 


In office 
23 July 1997 — 5 October 2000 


Preceded by Zoran Lilié 
Succeeded by Vojislav KoStunica 


Born 20 August 1941 
Pozarevac, Kingdom of 
Yugoslavia (now Serbia) 
Died March 11, 2006 (aged 64) 
The Hague, Netherlands 
Nationality Serbian 


Political party Socialist Party of Serbia 
Spouse Mirjana Markovié 


and diabetes after he was imprisoned, died of a heart attack shortly after alleging that the court refused 


to allow him to seek medical treatment. 


In March 2007, self-proclaimed vampire hunters broke into his tomb and staked his body through the 
heart into the ground. Although the group involved claimed this act was to prevent MiloSevié from 
returning as a vampire, it is not known whether those involved actually believed this could happen or if 


the crime was simply politically motivated. !J[2] 


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slobodan_Milo%C5%A levi%eC4%87 


WEEFOR 
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